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CIIAPTEn 1 


V*0/^1\M’.KLB'P FRiuMEM —DE KOSJTT —A^ 
ILLUfeniATIOS or WOMAN, AND A MOTHER’'^ 
VEM.rANCr 


Oint story^tcUing group waa once moro as¬ 
sembled together, and a talo was called for 
Crowe was uiged to repeat his adventure 
with the Bnnjan girl, but put it off stne diet, 
Bowen cried off altogether, I had a head¬ 
ache, but promised to be better oezt tune; 


roil, u 


a 




ROUGH RECOLLECTIONS 


the others had each their protcinporc excuse, 
and the thing ^vas upon the point of being 
given up, wlicn young Poz/iwinklc to whom 
nobody had thought of applying offered to 
read a short fragment, which lie a> erred to 
be the composition of one of his nine maiden 
aunts 

“Bravo 1* cned we, "let us have it’* 
and ere ten niinutc« bad elapsed, the fla\cn> 
haned ensign had flown to his quarters, and 
returned with the following specimen 

BE IIOSXY 

/ ^ ^ H 

It was in momeni!} like these, when the 
wonn of fienzy gnawed gicedily at his brain, 
that Be Bosny daied to meditate the com* 
mission of a crime, the bare idea of which 
at any other season would have filled him 
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with remorse and horror Smcidc is indeed 
the woist as li IS the last crime , Man 
proceeds through a long course of wicked¬ 
ness his steps are guided by self-will, and 
self-will leads him to destruction sm suc¬ 
ceeds to sin, like the lun I Hashes of bitu¬ 
minous Hie that follow each other from the 
agitated ci atcr of some convulsed volcano 
and he goes on and on in the track of vice, 
till hardness of heart, and that incompre¬ 
hensible blasphemy which would dare the 
Cieatoi face to face, maddens his guilty mind 
He has fulfilled the task of sin which his 
vassalage to a diabolical agency has marked 
out for him, and with the demoniac scorn 
of some fiendish victor, he exclaims in the 
unsurjiassahle arrogance of his iniquity— 

“ There is but one enme unperformed it 
shall be committedThen comes suicide- 
after which 
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But De Hosny was not yet thus depraved 
The woild, m whicli he had mingled as the 
laik does with the clouds, which damp but 
pully not its wings, had pcrliaps enfeebled 
his viitiious cucigics, but had not utterly 
f ontainmatcd the powers of his highly com¬ 
prehensive aud noble nature He had mixed 
in all the gaietios and gallantries of fashion¬ 
able life , and—as every ardent and wilful 
spiut must do—shaicd in some of its follies 
but the venom had not impregnated his 
blood, nor had the voice of conscience—that 
beautiful evidence of the Creator’s love for 
tlic Created—ceased to warn him, or to rc- 
pioacli him mIiod the sweet but perilous sleep 
of \oluptiiousncss had thrown his thinking 
hicultics into forgetfulness 

Alas fui Inn, vho-c conscience ceases to 
rebuke him' Alas for Inm, for Heaven 
i inif'th its face an ay from tliat wretched 
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one ^ But the season of awakening ^c^ ived 
within Dc Bosny’s breast the blessed mon- 
itoi , ncithci did he shut his cars against 
the sensitive tone that like the instru¬ 
ment ot the surgeon heals whilst it hurts 
But his fate had been written m blackness , 
the star of his destiny bioodod over him, like 
the menacing eye of a demon, and his every 
pursuit lus every hope—seemed to term i- 
natc m d«oappointmciit, to decay beneath 
the blight-^roke of unforscen and unprece¬ 
dented calamity and now, when he had 
garnered up in his heait of hearts an affec¬ 
tion—a passion, so puio that it might well 
have been termed celestial for one who was 
indeed of angelic spirit, now when the sott 
sweet light of happiness began to dawn upon 
his long benighted soul was it not mad¬ 
dening to think that the vengeance oi 
Heaveu sliould still pursue him like a cruel 
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liuntsman—and with pitiless fiat rob him of 
her whose gentle nature had already medi- 
cined his sick soul, turning its pcrEerted 
current into a healthier channel ^ So sud¬ 
denly, too, had this blow fallen upon him , 
There were no warnings from the hectic flush¬ 
ings of consumption—^no herald from the 
Destroying Angel—no whisper heard in the 
ominous night from the rapaaous grave- 
vampiro^ All was health—^ro^, smiling, 
innocent health 1 

She was leaning on his bosom, on their 
own favorite bank of thyme Looking into 
each other’s eyes, inhalmg each other’s 
breaths, they were still not regardless of the 
glorious sunset, as it glided over the wide 
expanse with the gentle steps of a healing 
g^mt who is about to return to her own holy 
sph^sTfiftSir Bflnng vistced, in hw eleinenty, 
the sick chores of the. earth The nch ar- 
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«]atcctural majeaty of the cathedial cinads— 
variegated by the many colouis of an autum- 
Bol fiky—the lowmgs of the stuU-soeking 
cattle—the retiring chirrups of the birds as 
they sought their leafy inns nature^ 

m ^ort, appeared so very beautiful in the 
dimmibhing light, that De Kosny and his 
happy bnde felt an almost angel adoration 
blend with their thoughts, as they sat there 
in the happinoss of thoir united lots ; and, 
m the pure luxury of their hallowed rapture, 
pressed closer and still closer to each other, 
with that wild sweet regrot (which who that 
has ever embraced in tenderness has not 
known that the pressure of their arms 
could not bnng them yet closer to each 
other! 

Oh t most like unto two caressing and 
beautiful Plants, whose rich exuberance of 
fi^age an^^flowers render them (he wor* 



8 


ROUGH BECOLLSCTIOirS 


sliipped of tho bcc and the buttcrflj, were 
those two young cieaturcsj locked in each 
other's arms upon that peaceful bank in the 
quiet twilight ^ 

“ Thou art cold, my Eliza " 

“ Yes Cuthbert * but oh • good Heavens, 
liow happy 

A soft sigh, inaudible save to a lover’s car 
—a slight thnll, not quite a shudder— 
short quick clasping of his arm—she was 
dead I 


Tlic discovery was soon made, and he, 
long did he war with the fiend that tor* 
mented and tempted him He tned to pray 
but no words would issue from the icy heart, 
and so madness like a night-robber stole 
into the mansion where the light of reason 
had been extinguished by darkemng despair^ 
and ho sought the stoop cliff which rose 
behind his dwelling, and at whose base 
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stretched the deep waters of the lake, i<‘ 
solved to resign himself to that evil po^>'oi 
whose agency he believed that he was doo lu d 
to undergo 

Oh * most blessed mystery of Religi m 
niystcnous m the matchless beauty of thy 
vciy siniplieity ’ Oh, most mcoinprchnuM 
ble majesty of Divine Influence, burstinc 
from the hard rock, and slumug forth fiom 
the dark cloud * How was it that at it a 
moment the unslumbeimg merry of the A1 
mighty stepped in between the sinnci »'nd 
the sin, and saved him for after yeais 1 
sinceie penitence, pure pity, and peaceful 
resignation ^ 

a ^ 

By the time Fozziwinkle had come to the 
termination of his fragment, 1 was almost 
B 5 
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the only ono of his auditors who remaiDcd 
wholly ficc from the influence of the drowsy 
God , and, as ho glanced around ior expected 
praise, ho became aware how matteis stood— 
or rather how they nodded While looking 
at me with an odd expression of mingled 
wonder and disappointment, he exclaimed— 

“ Well I never' did you over 

“My dear bo},' said I, bughmg, “it is 
tlie very highest cuinpliincnt the) could pay 
to the soothing attiibutos of your tragiucnt 
and the natural harmony of your voice , be¬ 
sides it IS vciy late , the tjhurry (gong, on 
which hours are struck in front of the bar- 
lacks) has just gone eleven, and it is time 
to—” 

“ IlaU shouted the Colonel, in his sleep, 
and m a tone so loud as to awaken not only 
himsdf, but all the other slumbering sat* 
ellites around him, some of whom, startled by 
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the suddonncss of the outbreak, committed 
strange excesses Bowen, whose audible 
snooze had met with so unexpected an inter¬ 
ruption, at the word " HaU kicked out Ins 
foot, no doubt dreaming that he was, as se¬ 
cond in command, mounted on his good steed 
Never-sweaU and with the intention of spur- 
iing that somewhat lazily inclined amnml, 
unluckily the said foot came lu contact with 
the raised heed of Blanches Poligar dog, 
which instantly set up such a )cll as cju- 
summated the noise of the scene Clemons, 
whose head, roclitiing on his hands, rested 
with them on the table, by one sweep of Ins 
elbow sent the huge tumbler which stood full 
of grog, before Crowe, into that stout gentle¬ 
man’s lap,—who, stating on liis feet in diro 
dismay, ejaculated a damnatory epithet highly 
reprehensible on all snakes in general, and on 
that one in particular. No doubt ho fancied 
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the cobra di capello of Me Gall/s adventure 
held descended lu tho shower of btandy-panee 
With which ho lolt himself saturated Fooi 
Boddam, piettj well acclimaitse to any at" 
mospheic redolent of punch, contented him 
self with damning somebody's eyes—name 
unknown—and then faUing back into his 
doze , while Shaw, PhiUpson, and tho othcis 
loincd myself and Fozziwmklc in the hearty 
|augh, which it would liave been perfectly 
suicidal to have suppicsscd 

“EJi’what the deuce is the matter 
cisked the Colonel, thoiuughly awake " Wha 
ha\c I been about 

“Only hailing the regiment, su," said I 

“ Who, T ' Well, I ically believe ’ (as if 
there could have been any doubt on the sub. 
ject) ' that 1 ivas asleep and dreaming some- 
tluug about—let me see, oh^ yes—about 
ying oa a bonk of th^me with...ha^ ho, ha < 
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—very odd, but roallj I do believe it Wtis 
with one of your nine aunts, Poz/iwinkle 
though Heaven knows I ncvci «aw her! 
And then I imagined I saw the battalion 
marching against niy orders, by double files, 
down a cliff, and so—” 

“ And so you ordeied them to halt, sir 
said we, lauglung “ All your aunt^s fault* 
Pozzy, my boy ” 

“ But really,” cried Me Cally, “ yuui tale 

lb” 

“ The tale is not mine,” inteiiuptcd the 
eusigu , “ it IS my aunt OLotilda’s ’ 

" Then you may wiito home, Poz, * said 
Bowen, “ and tell hci it has created a great 
sensation m the Buchan Battalion For my 
own part, when I heard the stcntoiian voice 
of the Colonel, I &ncied that old Hever-sweat 
was on the point of tiying a kneeling posi 
tion.” 
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" Ncver-sweat IS douc up,” shouted Blanch, 
** Tou had better bespeak the cutch charger 
which IS on its way to me from Belgium, 
tile AiTghaun dealer from whom 1 bought it 
assured mo it excelled in swiltness and 
strength the horse of the Archangel Gabriel 
the dust of whose hoofs (not the angel’s 
but the horse’s) blinded the infidels at the 
battle of—I forget where And I mean to 
give it the same name— Hazim,” 

** A bay, is it asked Colbrookc, yaw¬ 
ning 

** No, black Ob a scorpion in cotton* 
giound'^ It IS a splendid creatuie, and is 
now under regimen they are giving it the 
forty-two spices necessary to bniig a horac 
into condition ” 


* The peculiarlj blaok soil hi which the Cotton 
plant thnvea best is said to produces vory renemoua 
and block sort of scorpion 
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It may liere be observed, that tUo Turco¬ 
mans and Afghans are want to fasten the 
heads of their colts to lofty posts, or the 
branches of trees, in order to accustom them 
to look up with a haughty and vigilant air 
The forty-two spices alluded to are given in 
balls with fjoui (course sugar), or ireclo, or 
mingled with pulse they are bebeved by 
the horse-doaleis to improve the wind and 
condition, and add lustre to the coat 

“ Up, Boddam, ’tis time to go home 
said Coxe, who was the sleeper’s chum 
“ I actually believe,” murmured Boddam 
“ that my hookabarder has put 6Aan^ into 
my chtUumt I feel so drowsy ” 

“ Then I would soundly hang him,” said 
Blanch, attempting to perpetrate a pun, but 
failmg in the attempt 

“ I condemn BUnch to be macerated, trod¬ 
den to death by the largest elephant in My* 

’ ’ ’ para Jalh*tihn^ Piibhc library 
^ con No ^-2 Date ^ 
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sore, for such a vilo pun,” cned Plulipson 
“ I call it a hang up one,” hspcd Shaw 
“ What ever is bhang demanded Pos/i* 
Winkle 

An intoxicating preparation of the juice 
of tlie Cannabis sativa, or the dned plant 
Itself,” answcied I, quickly, lest some other 
jiidividual should foicstall me in this display 
of botanical knowledge. ‘ The OannahtS" 
safna is the hemp plant ” 

“I remendei,’ said Crowe, " having once 
been prevailed upon by ' 

“A Bnnjau girl,' intcnuptcd Clcmon& 
with a laugh 

“ Ohoop ' lie (luict ^ Bv an old Hul- 
‘vttee (seller of pastry, confcctionciy, Ac,) to 
eat a piece of majoon, and felt its naicotic 
effects for a whole day ” 

“And what is magoon'^' asked Po7Zi- 
winkle 
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As 1 could not answer this question, 1 pru¬ 
dently remained silent 

“ It IS a sort of sweetmeat,” replied Orowo* 
composed of dour, sugar, milk, and the ex¬ 
pressed juice of hemp, or bltang sometimes 
opium IS substituted fui the latter, aud some¬ 
times the pounded seeds of poppies, called 
ihmWiushi which are not so stupifying or 
poinicious ” 

" I shall want “ no drowsy syrup of the 
cost ” to sot me asleep to-uight,” said the 
Colonel “ good night ” 

So we parted, and wlicn again we mot, I 
related the anecdote of the Caughtci of the 
Desert, giving it as an illustration of the 
old Lokapoie sepoy’s opinion of the fau* sex 
On which Goxc declared that in his desk lay 
a M S story, the composition of a friend, 
which he would run for, and icad to us, 
“ for ” (added he) “ it is founded on facts 
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and has never been seen oat of the wntci'^s 
family, who have long resided in Italy” 
He accordingly left the mess-house for a few 
seconds, returning with the promised narra¬ 
tive, which was entitled, 

A MOTIIEU’S VENGEANCE 

AN iLLUSTUATrON OP WOMAN 

The love of Woman—who may guage its 
hidden depths, mete its Viist piopoitions, or 
bmit its mjstcrious authority^ The love 
of Woman—who may tell whence coineth 
its strong fevci—how high boareth its eagle- 
aspinngs—how low stoopctli its tcudu humi¬ 
lity—why fixetli it its chnging tendrils now 
to this oak, now to that reed^ What 
causeth it to bud and blow, so that no cold¬ 
ness, nor unkmdncss, nor cbangefulness 
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f^’orn tlic one it sanctificth, can blight its 
beauty, or dim its bnghtness ^ The love of 
Woman is a mystery, born of those recon¬ 
dite pnnciplcs of nature which compose the 
female organization only,—a riddle to be 
‘iCanued by no cold-eyed analysis of science 
—its birth IS involved m obscurity—its 
parentage not to be traced—its growth to be 
dwarfed by no calamitous exigences of com¬ 
mon life—its death dependent on such note¬ 
less trivialities as Fate frcciucntly chooses 
tor the moans whereby to dispense fearful 
destinies ^ The slight and scarcely discerni¬ 
ble green speck becomes the anathematized 
“ leprosy in the wallthe one yellow 
droplet corrupts the whole blood with pesti¬ 
lence ,—one tiny maggot makes the gigan¬ 
tic blight,—and the decay of affection in 
the tendcrest bosom, may date from the 
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fall of a thunderbolt, or the fading ot a 
leaf' 

A fair and glorious creature was Fioidilisa 
Da Riva, when, at the ago of twenty-one, 
she was left by the demise of her sole leU- 
tive undisputed heiress of immense wealth 
Unnvallod queen of beauty, she shone the 
brightest yet gentlest stai of Wnetian 
ciicles Among tlie numerous suitors who 
in vain wooed hci, the Conte di Zcrboni 
was the only one who did not condescend 
by servile adulation to wiu her, yet the 
mute eloquence of his attentions icquncd no 
words to syllable Iiis a<lmnatioii None 
knew him other than a a stiiiiigci, ap¬ 
parently ncli, fond of society, and the 
gambling table Like himself, his many 
domestics were Sicilians, and though of 
fascinating manners, and urbane in company, 
there was yet an indescribable something 
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about him which checked famihanty and set 
inquiry at defiance The obsequious servi¬ 
lities of Fioidilisa’s admirers seemed to 
cause him no uneasmess, though occasionally 
a scornful sneer might have been discovered 
on Ins countenance, as he watched them 
A true and natural being was Fiordibsa, 
and she was soie piqued to obscivcthis want 
of jealousy in her liandbome lover , but the 
fact was that he already perceived, through 
the thin disguise of maidenly icservc, and 
innocent coquetry, that he had no nval in 
her hcait She loved him, in sooth, with 
all the tenderness of first affection, and 
though interfering friends whispered cau¬ 
tionary suggestions, reminding her that the 
Signor Zerbom was a stranger—^his birth 
and family unknown—^his fortune uncertain 
—the sources whence he derived it involved 
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lU obscaritj—sbo heard them as though slie 
heard them not, and —wedded hm ' 

A ycai passed—passing in grandeur, 
gaiety, magnificence , but the magnificence 
nas btginniiig to lose the lusuo of its gold , 
anditTVdS luinouicd abioad that Zerbom 
was sometimes a^losci to large amounts at 
the gaming table, though generally las luck 
was wonderful Occasionally absences from 
Venice, of now a week and again a week, 
c\citcd suspicion in more than one bosom os 
to his calls of business from home, but only 
served to render his return more welcome to 
his lovuful wife Another year expired, 
and lo ^ one night the Conto—hurrying 
home—declared himself a ruined man < He 
had slam, in passion, an insultmg nobleman 
—one of the first nobles of Venice—and 
flight was necessary 

In sudden haste, their jewels, plate, and 
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every thing of value that could la bnef space 
be packed togcthci, were collected, huddled 
up into chests and coses, and in a shorter 
time than might have been anticipated, 
Fioidilisa found licisclf installed as mistress 
of a splendid mansion in one of the most 
lashionablc of Pqns It was not till 

4icn that the Conte informed her, that 
prudence dictatatcd the assumption of a 
i(*igncd name, and, as he said he had the 
uiinost reliance on the fidelity of the nu¬ 
merous tram of vassals which had preceded, 
attended, and followed them from Venice, 
he—in tlicir presence—stated that circam- 
stances rendered it necessary for him to be 
known henceforward as the Signor Manni 
Many months fled m dissipation and fnvo- 
lous gaiety, when Fiordilisa, becoming a 
mother, gladly resigned the inebriating and 
unhealthy amusements of the gay world 



24 


UOLOn BECOLLlCTlOirS 


for the 8Wcet solicitudes and domestic 
cares of ^ her nurscr) 

Time, honevor, had not passed a\7ay 
without i\oii.iDg a change in her connu¬ 
bial lot She could not &il to observe 
that thcie ^cre gloom and mystery m the 
cliaractci of her husband, his temper was 
not unkind, but he was sullen, uncon- 
hding, and Ins frequent absences for days 
togethci filled her with vague surmise 
Ncithci could she glean from him, or the 
ocrvants wlio generally accompanied him on 
such occasions, whither be went, his destina¬ 
tion, or business She was prohibited all in- 
quiiy, and hcrquict and placid nature—satis¬ 
fying itsyeamiDgs from thcwholesome sources 
of maternal love—yielded implicit obedience 
to the commands of a being whom she con¬ 
tinued to chensh with devoted tenderness 
One day, while employed m unpacking 
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some purchases sho had been making, her 
c^cs fell upon what turned out to be 
pait of a letter, the address and fagnatuic 
ot which were iranting Almost mechani* 
cally she seized the paper, glanced at 
the first paragiaph, shneked aloud, and 
fainted The woids which slic had 
IHjiused were aa follows — “ The most 
‘ strict and minute invcsiigatious into tho 
“ a««assination and lobbory of the vciici- 
‘ ablo hlarcheso di Ricci continue in- 

* cdcctual, but the strange and sudden 

* llight of the poison calling himself the 
“ Conte fit Zerboniy in conjunction with tho 
** confessions which have been wiung tioni 
‘ Ins dying domcbtic, conhim the bus^ 
‘ [>icions that pi e\ ailed, ot his being iii 
‘ secret alliance with the celebrated 
“ {Sicilian bandit, Mdteo Celano It 

lull be lecollected that his bcautiiul 

VOL II 0 
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“ joung \iifc was the sole heiiess of the 
“ late Signor Da lliva, one of the most 
“ opulent of oui merchants It is con- 
jecluiedthat having squandered all her 
“ possessions menials committed 

“ the muidci and iobber\ which have long 
* agitated the Ycnotun circles , and he has 
“ piohably cou\cycd the unfortunate lad^ 

‘ to his mountain recesses A casket, con- 
“ Naming famil} jeucU of great value, was 
‘ amongst tlic booty can icd off , and what 
“ adds to tl c horror of the transaction, is 
‘ that among the clTccts of tlie assassinated 
“ gentleman, a will was found, by which 
till's vcT} casket and it-s contents were bc- 
')uealhcd to his belosed godchild Fiordilisa, 
‘ \ iiL uf the Conte di Zeiboni. ” 

Fiom the frouz)-fever, which succeeded 
to the fearful shock Fiordilisa received from 
this appalling discover}, it was many weeks 
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ere she recovered and, when she did, she 
was no longer an inhabitant of Pans She 
found licrself with her husband and child, 
attended by two domestics, sole occupants 
of a lonesome house, situated (as she learnt) 
at the foot of the Appcnincs, and here, 
seeing that deception was useless, Zerboni— 
Marini—or, lathcr, Marco Cclano, confessed 
that he was no other than that notorious 
bandit, but declared that the Maichcso di 
ilicci, having attacked Iiiiii after a violent 
f(uarrel, fell beneath the sword which ho had 
raised in self-defence , the plunder ho ut¬ 
terly denied And so devotedly did the hap¬ 
less girl still cling to him, that all was for¬ 
given But a mother’s solicitude was at 
this time awakened by the dangerous illness 
of her child , and the untirmg anxiety with 
which Cclano shared m her watchfulness, 
went far to heal the cicatnees in the wife’s 

0 3 
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heart The poor infant died—but ere many 
weeks, Fiordilisa was again a mothci 
Cclano s frequent absences from liomc—tlic 
numerous followcis, of rude aspect and un 
couth bearing, who hy niglit attended h’ n 
to the cottage, and tneu, aftei secret conaul- 
tations, disapjic'ucd a'> uuldcjl) as they 
came, now once more moused the nppTchon- 
sioiib ot his wite , but those nppulien'sioiis 
veic no longci cloaV'd bj dou] Is The 
nailul knowledge ol ‘lon.annci in uhnh 
1 e gamed a Inciihood, was but an additional 
uKcafi^^ to the tcuoib ot her soul, but 
} alU’MOTi on hei pin to a cluniro of life 
I' 1 to s’/'i iic^'cc and gl unj nieiuco, tint 
‘5001 i aiiit toabstim tioin rll rccmrcncc 

^ tlc-'idjecc 

'' lugi’t, after a week t absence, Cclano 
rctnincd, much harassed and fatigued lie 
hinted at frc«h daugcis^ lemoial, auJ flight 
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I'loailing i.itlisposition, jmt ofl I’lt 
wishcd-foi c\plauation till the tiiorrow, and 
ittircd to rest Some houis might hnu 
pissed, ivhcn Fioiddisa—awakened by i 
'.light noifac—perceived by the light ut a 
lamp \/liich burnt upon the health, the fi 
if’nc of u man, wi»ipt iii a cloak, steal 
gently lio n the chamber It was her 
husband ^ Stiuck with coustcruatiou, she 
felt a wild desiic to watch his movements , 
and, as «ooa as he had left the garden which 
ijii lound the house, slipping her feet into 
a pail of sandals, and ilmgmg a mantle 
about her, she softly lifted the latch and 
stole forth into the night A bright moon 
icndcrcd every object distinctly visible, 
and, in the distance, she could discern 
Mai CO walk humcdly across the lawn, until 
leaching a thicket of cork trees, he plunged 
into it. Without a moment's hesitation 
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Fiordilisa followed, l)ut by a path wlacli 
ran apart from that which was pursued by 
hci husband, and which concealed her from 
him should he chance to look back 

Swiftly, yet hghtl}, slie sped along-— 
heedless of bush or bnar, and ere she 
gamed the thicket, she was scarcely conscious 
that her delicate feet were dewed in blood, 
thorii'Wounded as she passed But what is 
it she hears ^—As she enters the grove, the 
eai th beneath a large tree in front of hei, 
lb btiuck as if by some implement for digging, 
and crouching lower and lower as she glides 
on, she beholds—the moonlight falling on 
his face and figure—her husband, kneeling 
at the foot of the tree, and with his dagger, 
digging into the loamy soil. 

In breathless suspense she looks on—^she 
18 within a few paces of him—she hears his 
breathing—and in vain tries to repress her 
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own presently Ins toils arc icwaiclod, toi 
he stops—sticks his poniai J in his belt—and 
^lom the chasm draws furtli a casket—a 
(isk( t of constri’ction so p«.cul u and ot 
iiiatoiul so rare, that to «cc it one'* ms to 
know it ugain Alas' poor Fioidilisa' •'lie 
hnd ‘?ccn it often—«lic knew it veil ’ and 
so, when opening it, hci husband glaied 
with the greedy eyes of lapmc on the well- 
known contents, she knew that for her there 
was no more hope, no more peace She 
recognised at once tjic trcasiiicd hcir-looia 
of Bi llicci—and the hoiror and disg ist 
which thrilled through her frame at this evi¬ 
dence of Oclano’s falseboo 1, at this corro¬ 
boration of her worst fears, overcoming all 
prudential suggestions, she uttered in a loud 
voice the words—“ Murderer '--Thief'— 
Lut and fell senseless at tbo very foot of 
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tho ticc, below whicb tbo baudit had hidden 
Ins ill-gottcD «!poil ^ 


Thcio was no longci the same love foi hoi 
husband in the hcai t of Fiordilisa Foinierly 
she had loved him as hci lovoi—her husband, 
now she bore with him, as the fathci of her 
child as such, and from a sense of duty, 
she would have perilled life itself to save 
him Hut a time was last approaching when 
even this feeling would cease to animate hei * 
and we huny to the catastrophe of our 
sketch with tbo speed tlul stimulates the 
travellci, nlio is loth to linger on a track 
which he knows to be beset with dangers 
and dcsti action 

“ Head this, and prepare for instant 
flight,” cned Celano, one day, os ho put 
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into tho bands of bis wifo a paper on which, 
in large characters, were visible the words 

“ Two hundied downs foi (lie head of 

Mauco Celaxo^” 

In a few hours, Fioidihsa found herself 

S 

and the babe at hci bosom tho centre of a 
gioup of some thirty men, the faithful bana 
of tlie robber, threading tho mazes of tlic 
forest that surrounded their isolated dwell¬ 
ing 

Once beyond this mountain gorge,’’ said 
he, ** and we are safe The cavern i& our 
citadel, and it has outlets bc) ond the moun¬ 
tain , but now, silence, for your hvos * 
The path we ore about to track is the only 
one by which we can reach the cavern , it 
is defended so securely by rock and wood, 
that it IS unknown to the troops who are 
c 5 
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now in pursuit of us, but, for the next 
half mile, a single word or sound ma7 betray 
us— fui 1 ight and left, at scarcely ten yards 
distance, aic posted our enemies, bivouacked 
along ilio heights and down the ravines ” 

In dumb fear they stiode, one by one, 
thiough the narrow defile which led across 
tlio gorge A blight moon avoided them 
light, but fiom time to time they could 
heal the voices of their foes—near, yet hid¬ 
den fiom them by the singular peculianties 
of their position, and the nature of the 
ground Celano led the way In the rear, 
hei infant asleep in her armi^ followed 
mournfully the unfortunate Fiordilisa They 
had almost passed the most critical spot in 
then route, when—stumbling over a stone 
—the mother nearly fell, and, starting from 
its slumbers, the child uttered a shnll cry. 
Among the sentinels of their pursuers a 
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movement was hcaid that denoted the sound 
had reached them 

“ Maledtzwne muttered Cclauo, “ si¬ 
lence the brat, or we aic lost 

The trembling mother succeeded m su[> 
pressing the plaintive moans of the fiightoncd 
babe, cudeavouiing to appease its awakened 
appetite with that sweet roficshnieut troni 
her bosom which never, until now, had 
domed its soothing influence But alas ^ 
the late exertion, the terror and excitement 
caused by events so unpleasant, had diicd 
up the beneficent fountain foi cvci, and a 
shudder came over her fiamc as she felt that 
no longer could she furnish the healthful 
current to her ofispnng ^ 

For a while the caresses and kisses of its 
mother sufficed to satisfy the infant, but 
finding no sustenance where it had looked for 
it, another sbaip cry of in^mtienco bur^ 
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fiom il '^Yith a smothered imprecation 
CclanOj fou\ng his tvaj to the lear, ad¬ 
vanced to Tioi dilisa, and thrusting his hand 
beneath the cloak that held the child close 
to its ihotlicr’s bieast, for a moment kept it 
there, and then withdrew it There was 
then a deep silence—nor guessed the wretched 
woman wliat had happened, till—fallipg 
backwardd on hci aim—the head of her 
stiaiiglcd dailinghuDg lax and lifeless m the 
iiight-air ^ 

‘ Speak not a woid,” muttered her hus¬ 
band, “ or} ou pensh Give me the body,” 
iind tearing it from hei, ho laid it down 
among the brushwood, then giasping her by 
the arm so hrruly that she could make no re- 
Mstance, he dialed her on to the front of 
ibc p'iit> , nlnle in a total silence that had 
le&b ui stupefaction about it than the concen- 
tiatiug vengeance that breeds insanity, she 
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calmly submitted. That last luhuman and 
most unnatural deed had raised up a spirit 
of hatred in her bosom., a spirit whose voice 
sounded thenceforward in her oars, uttenng 
one word ever and for evei “ Blood 
In a short time they Iiad passed the jeo- 
poidy, and were safe wiUun the vast autre 
that had so often served the banditti os a re* 
treat from pursuit Preparations for the 
night wore quickly made, and cro two hours 
were over, all who liad entered that cavern 
wciefast asleep—all but one That one 
was Piordilisa I But it was no longci the 
Fioidilisa we have known A change had 
passed over her, and in that change she 
blooded over a revenge, as bold as it waster- 
iible 

Marco Celano slept m the outer windings 
of the cave, apart from his men, none were 
near bm but his wife, who appeared to slum- 
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ber heavily when he flung himself down to 
rest lie slept—she was awake No sounds 
were heard during that night, by the weaiicd 
troop, but when they woke in the morning, 
the spectacle which met their sight was one 
that flUed even then Imrdenod natures witli 
horror Boiled up in his doak, which was 
saturated with his blood, day the body—the 
headless body—of Gelano, beside it was the 
sharp blade he was accustomed to wear in 
his girdle No trace of Fiordihsa was to be 
seen 

In the course of that mormng, a wild and 
haggard female—her garments drenched with 
the dews of night, and tom with difficult 
travel., stood before the Commandant of the 
detachment that was posted m the forest of 
Seldom, m search of the banditti 

“ What 16 it you require asked the officer. 
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as he gazed in astonishment on the wild but 
beautiful countenance of the woman 

I demand the leward offered for the liead 
of Marco Cclano ” 

** good woman, can y ou toll me where 
that head is to be found 

Behold it and from the mantilla she 
earned in her arms, she sliook out the ghast¬ 
ly and mangled head of her liusband for 
that wild and haggard woman wasFiordilisa 
and this was 


A MOTHER’S VENGEANCE 
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CHAPTER UI 


OLD ^\0MA!r >0 3 FISHSR JEN>T A TRADI¬ 
TION OF TIIL NORTH OP SCOTLAND 


An interval of several days passed bofoio 
we were all assembled together in the mess 
house, and it was then that I consented 
to relate the following lecoUection of my 
youth 


It IS not, 1 believe, gcnoially known m 
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England, that the hshcrs of Scotland aie a 
tnbc apart, differing widely in habits, cus¬ 
toms, and character, from any other class of 
people in the United Kingdom To enter 
into a irinuto description of a race so pccu- 
liai, would be to transgicss the limits of an 
cv mug tale, \\hich mcicly professes to give 
a slight sketch of an old woman the he- 
loine of my story belonged to the tribe allu¬ 
ded to 

Let it, then, suffice to say, that the Scot¬ 
tish fishers are a distinct race pai taking 
somewhat of onental caste in then pccuUa- 
iitics intermarrying only with cadi other 
.seldom, if ever, exchanging the sea-craft 
to which they arc trained from their cradles 
for any other occupation . their muinagcSf 
births, and funerals being attended by the 
solemnization of various superstitious ntes, 
which are unusual among the other pea- 
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santry of Scotlanil and posscsj-ing fc.ituics 
both mental and coiporcal, winch point tl (‘n 
out as a di<-tmct tube Supcibtitious be¬ 
yond e\cn Highland experiences, Uie\ .11 e a 
moral people, honest lu their doalingb, ai d 
chaiitablc A fishci is iievci seen beggrig, 01 
living by mendicity , a bicach of c’las 1*,} in 
a fisher girl is ncvci heard of but of 11 p 0 
vident habits, and at ceitain seasons bo it of 
conviviality or lamentation prone to indulge 
to excess in spirituous liquors, thej aie sub¬ 
ject to frequent rcvc’^scs of foituiie , to-day 
wallowing in all the abundance of puichasc- 
ahlc luxuries to-moriow condemned to tlie 
salt fish and savourless oatmeal gruel, winch 
of all earth’s provisions they most thoroughly 
despise 

The costume of the fisher girl is pic¬ 
turesque, and might bo fairly taken as a 
strong caricature of the opera demseuse the 
short thick woollen petticoat, not quite 
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rcacbng the knco in front, tapcni oS behind. 
fi la queau <£ aronde , while the stout but 
well formed leg is covcicd witli blue and 
white striped hose, or rathei mocassins—for 
the feet, save in wmtci, are baic The 
c?eel, or fish-boskcl, slung acioss the bieast 
b} a leathom tliong, and dc[)ondiiig uvei 
the back and shouldeis, soon depresses the 
chest and bends the robust figure But 
let me proceed to relate oi my licioinu what 
has been ascribed more than once to other 
women, but what iightfuUy belongs to her 
history, which is common as da} light in 
the Highlands of Scotland, and but wants 
the telling of a more expcittf^s^Ky to be¬ 
come as populai as the lush rciui K of a 
LOTEB 


Many years ago, in the small fishing 
hamlet of Delnies, near Nairn, in the north 
of Scotland, resided a lonely woman—lonely 
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even amongst bei oAm primitive class — 
whose name was Main, but who was bcttci 
known, through all the country lounJ, ^’s 
Pisiimi jF>ar Of hei parentage nothing 
was known , the sea, by which she now 
gaincJ her livelihood, seemed to luue 
borne her from unkuo\/u and distant 
shoies, as a claimant on the bount) ot the 
jDcluics fishers , for, duiing one of thu'-c 
tcniblc gales which mark the tcriniiuatiuu 
of the autumn on our iioithcm coasts, a 
small hshing-boat was cast ashore .it 
Delnics, containing the lifeless bod> of a wo¬ 
man, m whose arms—^fast bound to hci by 
a piece of soil—ncsUcd a little infant, 
still warm and bier Hung, whicli was in¬ 
stantly and cheerfully taken caic of b> the 
worthy couple who first discovered the 
stranded skiff On (ho body of the female 
nothing was found that could lead to infor- 
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mation suggestive of her name or place of 
al)odo , her dress was that of the class of 
people among whom Providence had flung 
hci corpse No investigation was instituted, 
no search prosecuted , but it was the pre- 
\niliitg opinion, fiom the pccubar shape oi 
h<'i garments that she was a native of 
Caithncs** Tho child, wrapped up, no 
doubt by a mothciS piccaution in coin|)aia- 
tuewanuthand ^foty, was Fis’ci Jenny, 
and she grew up to be a blessing to the good 
and childless pair, w ho cherished hci }uuth 
tiiid gave her then united names 

As age drcAv on, and iiailty prevented la 
boui, Jenny advanced into lobust and active 
womanhood, considciing no cxcition supei 
fluous m the manifestation of her grateful 
affection for her beuctactors Yet Jenny 
was a strange creature, appaiently little cal¬ 
culated for the of tondei emotions , 

^ud, whether from the singular circumstances 



46 


rcian rrroLircno\s 


attending her appearance among them, or 
fiom the peculiai traits of temper which she 
evinced, she somehow glow up to be regarded 
as a mjstCHOUS pcibonago, hy the young 
folks of Delnios , ]>y wlioni, though she was 
not dMikcd, he\\.'S3ct not sought after 
hut viewed with pcilnps more of veneration 
—not to si\ —itai, Ilian ‘scemed quite hefit- 
linghcr }cais 01 po'^itun Indeed, she was 
no coniiiionpiaco pciMjn , hei huge gaunt 
iiguic and pioininent icatuics indicated the 
hohl uncoirpronnsi’i'; stamp of her mind, 
while her addic^>, Idunt iml fearless, hinted 
the colour of her di'^position, which was one 
eve’* prone to do a kindness to the helpless 
and dcscrvirg, hut httlc icadyio show in¬ 
dulgence to infar.iy oi indolence, not loth, 
noi unable to detend, if needful—neither to 
avenge, if wronged oi justly displeased 
More than once had Janet l{ain *8 retolute 
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nature and strcngtli of arm rescued from 
sudden penl, when all the other women of 
tlic hauilci had shrunk in terror from the 
boistcious tempest, and, once on a time 
when half-witted Cockle ^anny, the idiot 
daughter of a ntighboui, while gathering 
cockles and dilbc between Fort Gcoigo and 
Dcluics, nas ludcly assaulted by an intoxi¬ 
cated soidici, Jcuiiy, aroused by the screams 
ut the teiiifiud girl, sprung fiom the road 
allude tiio bank that skated the sea shore, 
and, lieaving hei aeeU heavily laden with 
iish as it was, from her shoulders, rushed 
upon the unmanly aggressor, whom with one 
blow of her immense hsb she stretched on 
the sands, and, not satished with such sum¬ 
mary vengeance, she did not leave him be- 
foic she had further testified her disappro¬ 
bation of his conduct, for dragging from 
her prostrate creel a gigantic skate, she laid 
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it about the unlucky wight’s face and 
phouldeis With such airaiit good will, that 
the tiaccs of the djiciplmc wcie visible foi 
Ilian) weeks aftcrwaids Jenny iniglit be 
iboutthirt} jearsof age when she lost Iici 
bcnefi'ctois, whom she in turn bctiieiuled 
Aith nil hei energies , but their little all be¬ 
taine hci undisputed piopcity, and she ica- 
iily Siimcd employ pv'it from hei neigh- 
bouis, none of wlioni despised, though the) 

1 ht nut lo\c Iici Ifo sweetheart c\wi 
had Janet, nor bad it c\a cntcicd into the 
i*iK ^unation ot au) Uu'u to make Janet a 
hudo Ilci stioi.g masculine bod>, e ivtlo- 
pmg a iMud .still more ii'^'-likc, bccined 
lu\c-pruof, andb) the t’me th it the age of 
ioit) entitled hci to the name of old ineid 
he liad acf/uiicd a cuiinotci for acute sae.i 
citj whicli kept incicasing undci the fostei- 
ing of supcistition, until at fifty sli* was 



ftonOH BSCOLLECfnOKS. 


49 

fiurl/ accounted aimoat a “ cannie woman ’* 
Nobody called her a witch, for all knew her 
to be a regular attendant at church, devout 
in her habits, and kindly inclined unless, 
indeed, when stimulated by insult and injury 
to rccnmination, and then, sooth to say, 
the spirit of Christian forbearance scorned to 
have little sway over her mind 

But if Jenny was no avowed witch, she 
owned to having seen such strange sights as 
are witnessed only by those who arc “ gifted” 
with a power of vision littio enviable She 
had seen the death-candles glimmering on 
flood and fell—spectres at dead of night— 
and mermaids at the neap-tide She could 
interpret dreams, read eggs on Hallow E’en, 
and bnng luck to childless wives Yct> had 
any one dared to accuse her of practising 
forbidden arts, the whole fisher community 
of Delnics, Gampbolton, and Naim, would 

TOL II D 
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lia\c risen en masse to lepcl the imputation 
How Jenny had acquired that cvtcnsivc 
knowledge of the virtues of herbs, which she 
assuredly did possess, can never be explained, 
but os a doctress her ability was undoubted 
and her assistance widely sought 

Some few miles from Dclnies arose the 
conifoi table farm-steading of Knockando 
The good wife was a widow, left in pi osper- 
ous circumstances, with three sons and a 
daughter, but though surrounded by all the 
confused comforts of a wealthy Scotch farm, 
Mrs Kinlock was of a querulous unthankful 
disposition, and the pcr\crac capliousness 
uf a bad temper soured all that would 
otherwise have been sweet to her How 
otten do wo fling reproach upon fate and 
circumstance, when the blame solely at* 
taches to ourselves* We more frequently 
mar than make our own happiness, and 
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scatter strife where wc should sow the seeds 
of future flowers ^ In the selfishness of our 
natures wc are not contented with paining 
our own bosoms, but seek to spread the 
sickly contagion of unrest to the breasts of 
others Ah > this world is bitterly belied * 
A “ green and golden world ” might it be, 
but for the misjudging tempers that abound 
in it We would have it to be that fi.r 
which it was never intended—a heaven , and, 
finding it less gorgeous than our aspiring 
ambition craves, we call it what it is stiU 
less intended by beneficence to be reckoned 
—a hell * 

Mrs KmlKih’s eldest son, resembling bis 
mother in character, lived to torment and be 
tormented I ^ her until disease, at the age of 
twenty-one, carried him olT Aleck, the 
second, a fine, high-spiritcd, impetuous lad^ 
whom tcndcrucss might have controlled, but 
n 3 



52 


BonflR BEGOILECtlOirS 


whom tyranny drore to desperation, enlisted 
in a marching regiment, and soon afterwards 
fell in the wars of the time The third boy 
was the means of introducing Janet Main, 
in her r 6 le of doctress, to the Goodwife of 
Knockando A blow from liis mother, given 
111 a fit of passion, dislocated the jaw of the 
poor youth , and Jenny’s repute as a leech 
being well-knonn to the temficd parent, 
she was instantly summoned Thotmbulcnt 
disposition of iMrs Kinloch was too notorious 
for Jenny to be ignorant of it, but prepared 
as she was for intemperate language, slic did 
notat such a junctuicantiiipate the rccep- 

timi which awaited her Mhc entered the 

lick loom hei apron full of licibs, and her 

Ihhlo—without winch she never admini'.tcretl 

tliG simplest leinedy—stuck in her waist¬ 
band 

“ Como awa', come awa', Fisher Jenny/’ 
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♦ ned tbe irntaUc matrou , “ tlicic’s the 
bairn , gm 3'ou cure him, }e’b git agotvdi n 
guinea, flush free the niiat» as ^cIIor ns 
3er am «]ieldm8, but gm 3'e diima> Deil 
peel aff m3r skm but Til brain 30 wi^ 3cr 
am Bible * A doctoi s buik wad ha’ better 
(Mill d 3 c, 3'e liecpocritical witch 1 * 

Auger flashed from tlie keen blue e3’es ot 
Jenny, as, standing erect, she exclaimed 

“ llaud yer ill tongue, w^oman ^—for I 
Mnna ca’ you leddy ^ I’m nae witch—none 
ever daui’d ca* mo that afore , and if 1 
were, I wad put a clean bit 0’ flesh in your 
foul mou* ” 

“May the De’il peel aff my skin”—began 
the goodwifo, repeating her favourite execra* 
tion 


“ Silence shouted Jenny, stamping her 
foot with a violence which, added to the 


£tern expression of her countenance, in- 
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stantly cowed the weaker spint of the 
matron —“ Silence ^ or as sure as you stand 
there, on your am hearthstanc, the Devil 
shall peel off your skin, wi^ me to liclp 
him 

“ Leave the room continued she, alter 
d short pause, dunng which no one bad 
dared to utter a word—“ leave the room, and 
rU do what I can, wi’ ffts aid, (and she 
reverently kissed the book) to heal your 
baim , and no’ for any love I bear his mo> 
thcr or her gowd 

And, strange to say, the wife of Knockando 
quiety, submissively obc) od, and m the 
space of a week or two was rewarded by 
seeing her boy restored to all his former 
health Nor was the proffered guinea for* 
gotten, but with unwonted kindness pressed 
upon the acceptance of the fisherwoman 
who, proudly rejecting the fe^ ended her 
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visits at Knockando hj administering to its 
mistress a sound lecture on the sin of swear¬ 
ing ; which Mrs Kinloch bore with an air of 
submission that astonished her domestics 
But the goodwife’s fault was not amended, 
and so notorious became she for the use of 
the execration which has been recorded, that 
she was as well known by the sobriquet of 
“ Dchl peel aff my skin," as by her real and 
more respectable appellation 

Meanwhile, little Duncan Kinloch grew 
up a fine youth, fondly attached to Jenny 
who, m return, loved the stnpling with an 
affection snch as sho had never displayed 
for any human being smee death had deprived 
her of her foster-parents and though in the 
course of time he left his home for a foroigu 
land, he never forgot his doctress, who, for 
many months after his departure, never 
oven approached the house of Knockando 
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h^uddcnly, howeTer, an unexpected event 
threw lier once more in the way of the 
Goodwife—^whose only daughter, now a 
comely young woman, weaned out of all 
patience by the insufferable perverseness of 
]ier mother’s temper, had left her home with 
a strolhng-playcr, who liad been seen for 
some time to pay her court, in her walks 
to and in>, whilst she was attending a day- 
school at Kaim 

On the first discovery of her flight, Mrs 
Kinloch, rushing from her parlour to the 
doorway, fell, and severdy sprained her 
ankle, great pain ended, for the moment, 
in a swoon, and Fisher Jenny, at this iden¬ 
tical period happening to pass the house, 
was observed by onr of the servants, at 
whose earnest entreaties she was induced to 
enter She was employed m making some 
soothing preparation for her new patient, 
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*\licn Mrs Kiiiloch, awakisg Irom her in- 
bon'^ibilit/, iccogni&cd her whose bluut le* 
bufl she had uevex thoroughly forgnen—al- 
tliough at the moment her bpint had quailed 
bcfoie a sleiuer and stiongei intellect tliaii 
her oi\ n 

“ V’^haL brought yov hcic, fubon:^ 
Fisher laiidy’’ shucked she “ gac awa” 
gac awa'* lca\c iny house this instant, or 
if I dimii. ding }cr hams out, may the 
inuckle bkick lie il peel afl* luy skin * 

Slowly using iiom the kucclmg postuic m 
which she had been making her simple pie> 
paiatiou, Janet stood erect on tlie floor , and 
as slie left the loom, solemnly and with a 
look of wild vengcanoo which hoi countc-* 
nance seldom bore, uttcicd the following dc> 
nunciation —“ 'NYoniau of Satan ^ the Lvil 
Master, whom you serve with the oaths he 
loYcth, hath for once put the woids of truth 

6 
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m TOUT mouth Tak’ my ivord for it, the 
Foul Fiend wll peel off your skin, and that 
on the very night o’ your burial 

The fierce glare of prophecy which lit up 
the e>es of the insulted Janet was long re¬ 
membered b} those who witnessed it and, 
in afterdays, when a heavy and sore disease 
fell upon the mistre<« of Knockando, tliat 
person frequently recalled with many a su¬ 
perstitious shudder the fearful sentence wluch 
had been pronounced upon her For two 
long years she was a great sufferer but 
suffenug brought small amendment to a dis- 
jjosition naturally evil The heart, whieh 
had for so many years thanklessly received 
no moderate share of the goods of this life, and 
which had rebelled against every former tual, 
began howevei to soften beneath the inflic¬ 
tion of bodily torture , while the assuraiu os 
she received that her maladj was of an m- 
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curable nature, for the first time awakened 
awing and solemn reflections in her obdu¬ 
rate mind 

Then frequently was the presence of Fiblier 
Jenny solicited , but not before many and 
earnest supplications had verbally reached 
hci, nor until a letter fiom her favourite 
Duncan—all the way from America re¬ 
quested her to pardon and pity his pool 
dying mother, was the Fishcr-doctress pre¬ 
vailed upon to approach Knockando Then 
indeed, she went, becoming an attentive, 
careful, but somewhat stern nuise, to Mrs 
Kinloch Strange but beneficial was the 
power she exerted over the mind of the in- 
vahd, who shaken by age and infirmity 
yielded with almost childlike readiness to 
the wishes of her attendant She was in¬ 
duced to listen to poitions of scripture, read 
by pious neighbours beside her sick bed, 
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sho ivas completely cured of her habitual 
swearing, and finally, she was prevailed 
upon to foigire and recall her now widowed 
daughtei, fioni utter destitution to a com> 
foi table homo , whence, however, her corpse 
was earned the very day that beheld the 
Goodwife licisclf at the point of death For 
many weeks had the denunciations of Fisher 
Jenn} mug in the caib ot awakened con- 
science , and, whcthci m moments of pain- 
iul self-possos&ion, oi when agony biought 
on paitial ddiiium, hci memory still icvcit- 
ed to the sentence pi oiiounced against hei 
"Oh, Jenny’ good Jenny” she would 
say—"istheie nothing to be 'lone foi me ^ 


nothing to aveit the curse my evil passions 
Jiave brought upon me ' I feel, as certainly 
as I now experience the pangs of approaching 
dissolution, that the Evil One xo^l fulfil the 
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awful malediction I have sinfully invoked 
on myself Fray, pray for me, Jenny l” 

And Jenny would piay, and endeavour 
to convince her that sms soirowfully lepcn- 
ted of wcio foigiven, whilst she bitterly 
bUmed herself for uttering unhallowed de- 
nancuUuns, wiung from Jior by sinful and 
unchnstian piidc of heart But all failed 
to soothe the dying woman’s moital dicad 
" Jenn)said she, “ you sco that auld 
bible onyoi knee, fiom which you have 
^ac often diawn sweet comfort for iny 
wounded spiiit, now bend that knee, and 
witli your hand laid on tliat bulk, swear to 
me that you’ll watch mypuir coipse, alone 
by yourscF, on tlie night of my burial, 
Your piesence by my lonely grave will pre- 
scive what it contains fiuc the derg I dree > 
Promise me this, or I winna rest in my 
gravo-claes, promise—and that kist and all 
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its contents (pointing to a huge chest which 
stood in a corner of the room) shall bo your’s, 
but refuse my last request, and I die a mise¬ 
rable death t” 

'‘I swear to do your bidding /’ exclaimed 
the shocked Janet, while the mistress of 
Knockando, calling to her servants to wit¬ 
ness the oatli which had been taken lu their 
presence, turned her face to tlie wall, and 
never spake again ^ 

Foi some time, and whilst she was occu¬ 
pied in such melancholy olBccs as allcction 
loves to pay to the dead, and which even 
the hardest hearted seldom dare to omit 
though they may hurry over llicm with dis¬ 
tasteful rapidity, the responsibility slic had 
incurred by assenting to the desires of the 
dying woman never intruded on the mind of 

when the age 
which these incidents look place—so far 



Pishci Jenny, and, 
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back BS to justify the wildest terrors of su¬ 
perstition in a country where the supernat¬ 
ural still exercises a powerful sway over peo¬ 
ple in the same station of life as our heroine 
—when, 1 say, all these things are taken 
into consideration, the readers of our more 
enlightened times will scarcely deny that 
the responsibility alluded to was, indeed, a 
solemn one—such as to melt the very heart 
with fear ^ 

But now the body was laid out, and the 
apartment so lately appropnated to watch- 
lulncss and disease became, through the 
strange alchemy of Dcatli, the province of si¬ 
lence and the dead ^ now, when she stole 
loith from its precincts into the kitchen 
crowded with neighbour^ and servants, and 
listened to the whispeied words they uttered 
in allusion to the \ow wlucli some of them 
had witnessed, the full importance of the 
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task she had uuderUken, struck cold, aud 
heavy, and withciiugly, on libi licait ^ The 
season was at its autumnal beat, aud the 
nature of the deceased s complaint^ togethei 
with the state of tlie atuio^phcie, icudeied 
'speedy lutciiuciit u.dvisablc Dut the lew 
days limited fur the Lykewake would soon 
pass, aud then must she undergo the fcaiful 
ordeal from which nothing less than the 
bieacli of a solemn engagement could ab¬ 
solve her’ Those who weic ncai Tisher 
Jenny during this intoi \ al said that much of 
her time was spent in secret prayer and 
n lonely walks to the old church oi Kitkton- 
Ardersier, lu which, among others oi tlie 
Kmlochs, a gia\e had been prepared for the 
deceased 

A few cldcily men of the ncigbbouihood, 
and several of her own friendly community, 
had promised to accompany Jenny to the 
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scene of tnal, and to pass the night of her 
vigil m sacred worship, in the churchyard 
adjoining the old kirk, while her half-witted 
but grateiiil fnend, Cockle Nanny whom 
many years before she had rescued from the 
inebriated soldier—had sworn to sit out¬ 
side the embrasure of one of the windows, 

duectly oveilookmg the place of ordeal 
And now the funeral day had come, 

and tho body of Airs Kinloch was deposited 

in its restmg place within the church , but 

stout as was tho heart and stalwart the 

frame of Janet Alain, the former sank, and 

the latter shivered, os in solemn silence her 

hands were wrung by her friends outside the 

Kirk of Ardcrsier, while Cockle Nanny 

whispered —" Fear na, Jenny > I’ll bo there 

—” pomtmg to a dilapidated window, 

" 111 be near you , sao yell break nao oath, 

for yell be your lane But na, na I j o’U nae 
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be ^ne ^ the good God wha sent you to me 
yon day, will be wi* you 

There mras no moon and the ghastly light 
which proceeded from a few fir-tree torches 
stuck round the walU of the drcaiy pile by 
the fiisherman, rather added to the impres¬ 
sive loneliness of the scene , and, as Jenny 
took her seat on a low stool within a short 
distance from the new made grave, she 
felt her brain whirl diz/ily with a sense 
of the trial she was about to under¬ 
go Throwing herself on her knees she 
prayed aloud for sustaining strength 
and then, opening her biblo, she tried to 
read, but the sickly light was insufficient, 
so she shut the book again, and breathing 
a few words of adjuration, which had 
been taught her by the most pious elder of the 
parish, she traced around the stool, with her 
bible, an air-circle of considerable extent, 
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and then, placing tho sacred volume in her 
bosom, took her distaff and commenced 
spinnmg, ever and anon singing a. verse of 
some lijmn, or stopping to Lsteii to the 
psalmody chanted by her fiiends in the 
Kirkyard, which came faintly to her car, lull 
of sweet and tranquilising pathos 

As time passed on, her fears subsided 
from the turbulent beatings of wild emotion 
to a duller, but scarcely less oppressive 
sense of penl 

“ Why should I fear * ” said Jenny, 
talking aloud to shut out the sough of the 
wind that, at intervals, wailed mournfully 
through the building —“Yet the living 
tM/m fear the dead i We are frail creatures, 
yet wo fear tho frailer dust But it is not 
the dead only, that 1 fear, it is, tho dead 
wha never may have kent what life is ^ 
The hving have never made this heart to 



ItOUGU RECOLLECTIONS 


es 

quake uor this band to quiver—for I never 
wronged human being, and if, indeed, my 
eviL imprecation should tertpt the III Spirit 
wba provoked it, to wicak liis vengeance on 
this buried sinner (wliose soul may the 
Lord assoiU) smely I should do niy best 
to prevent it * And, with Ilt$ aid, wha is 
the Master of even the Wicked One, I will 
do it I—Why, then, should I fear ^ Have 1 
not travelled at the inuik midnight through 
Kukyards where no other body would set 
their foot after nightfall, and all to pull the 
pipes of the spotted hemlock, to make a 
liDimcut for the darUug baiiu wliose mother’s 
corpse IS now my charge ^—Have I not seen 
the dead-lights glinting frac bog to brae, as 
1 Vront along, and what protected me ^ 
The Book that is now m ray bosom 1 —Have 
1 not howked up the banes of Tam Bam, 
the bow-hocht, hanged minister, who slew 
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his ain wife, that I might make a powder of 
them for others to dnnk healing frao— 
Have not 1 sat aneath the Kebbock stone 
on jon wild mnir, in the dead hour, and 
seen grasome shapes whirling round it, that 
hadnn’ the Icuk or the scent of this world 
And didna' I sleep a bale nicht in the whins 
where Gursel Pnee murthered her bastard, 
nor waked till the lilt of the early laverock 
minded me oi the task I had to do ^-—And 
what protected me then, but Eis book, and 
my am good intent ’ " 

Time sped on, and Janet weened that the 
midnight hour was at hand, yet the heart 
within her rather gathered strength than 
yielded to fresh terror The night was dark, 
and the wind had arisen, so that she no 
longer heard the voices of her fnends 
without neither, had it oven been day, 
could she have discerned the nook of the 
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dismantled window, whence Cockle Nanny 
had promised to watch her Suddenly, a 
white unnatural light—that was not light, 
it seemed so tluck and flaky—-overspread 
the whole church,—giving the torches, that 
hero and there continued to flicker dimly, a 
blue and glary appearance, while it distinct¬ 
ly brought out tlie outlines of the scats and 
gallencs of the desolate chapel For a 
moment, honoi almost choked the lonely 
watcher , but ^hc clapped the biblc flinil} to 
her breast, and thought—for she could not 
utter—a prater, as she laid her distaflf and 
spindle at her feet A "lund, resembling 
the rustling of many withered leaves, or the 
friction of stiff silken garments, pervaded 
the space , but in vain did her keen eyes 
search around nothing was to be scon ^ 

But any visible ap{)arition which the 
h)stena of morbid imagination might con- 
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jure up, would have been preferable to the 
terror that seized Jennj’s heart, when 
she heard the footsteps—quick and burned 
—of mauy unseen bc'ngs trampling near her, 
and scemiug to circle round the new-made 
grave in oomo unhallowed and mysterious 
dance > And now she hears the clatter 
of pickaxe and shovel, while the earth that 
covered the freshly-buried corpse is swiftly 
and expertly flung aside by the intangible 
implcmcuts of invibiblo phantoms < A 
prayer is in Jenny’s lieait, but it reaches 
not her lips Na>, her whole being is 
prayer , and had she retained the faculty of 
wishing, she would have pieferred the in¬ 
stant sight of the dreadful ministers of 
Devilry that promenaded around her, to 
thus beholding then achievements, them¬ 
selves unseen 

The ground is now heaped up high on 
either side of the grave , many feet arc pat- 
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tenng about it, but none have jet dared to 
approach the outer verge of the holy circle 
with which the Fisherwoman had surrounded 
herself, and this circumstance—noted and 
remembered even in her extremest dread— 
renews the flagging courage of her spirit 
And lo I invisible hands have dragged the 
clay, the corpse from its shroud'—aud m> 
visible fingers are busily flaying the naked 
)K)dy of the dead 1 Her form, apparently 
stiflcncd into stone, Janet hlam watches 
these terrible operations And now they 
have peeled oif the entire skin of the de* 
ceased, from head to foot, and for a mo> 
men t it IS flung on the space between the 
grave and the chaimcd circle, m which 
stands our heroine, while the invisible 
agents of hull deposit the flayed body once 
moie m its coflin, and husil) heap over it 
the gathered mould * For one moment the 



BOUUU RlCOLLSCnONS. 


73 


skin lay in the intervening space between 
the fiends and Fisher Jenny, but that mo¬ 
ment sufficed to inspire the bravs-souled 
woman with a sudden energy of purpose 
Advancing to the limits of the circle, she 
stretched out her distaff, and with one vi- 
gourous motion of her muscular arm, dragged 
the skin within the holy nng that protected 
her and it ^ 

A direful yell—such as could only pro¬ 
ceed irom the lips of tlie damned—rang in 
the cars of the watchers outside the Kirk of 
Ardersier, awakening them from a heavy 
sleep which had suddenly overpowered them 
By a simultaneous movement, they rushed 
into the church All was silent—the lights 
stiU bur Jed as they had left them—they 
drew near the grave, and close beside it— 
hei hands clasped and prone upon her face 

VOL II B 
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—lay Fisher Jenny m a deep swoon Her 
bible had &Ilen from her bosom, and lay 
upon a huddled up unseemly mass of indefi¬ 
nable substance—the nature of which they 
tamed not to investigato until tbcir care 
had restored their companion to life Her 
fiist words were—“ 1 have saved it^ thanks 
be to n\9 name ^—I have saved it'—there ^ 
—there ’— there —And, pointing to the 
heap before her, they stooped shuddermgly 
to examine it 

It was the skin of a human being > 

Little remams to be added , but as the 
party left the kirkyard, in the early dawn, 
the intrepid Janet missed from the group 
the form of Cockle Nanny, the party had 
scarcely told her, in reply to her inquiries, 
that they had not seen the half-witted crea¬ 
ture smee the commencement of their vigil. 
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won a faint moan startled them Kot 
unmindful of the promise whispered by her 
poor friend, Jenny hastened to the spot 
whence the groan proceeded, and there, 
underneath the ruined window, lay Cockle 
Kanny-^her arm broken, and her senses 
wide astray The power of medicine cured 
the former, but she was ever after a complete 
idiot, nor was the cause of this loss of the 
harmless woman’s remaining wits over dis¬ 
covered Doubtless the fearful scene that 
passed immediately before her, in the old 
Kirk, had entirely quenched the spark of 
reason—whose mystic light a beam may 
darken, as a beam may kindle ^ 

Fisher Jenny’s after hfo was long and 
peaceful Duncan Kmloch returned from 
foreign dimes, to repay with ample kmdness 
the debt of gratitude bo owed to the doctress 
B 3 
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of hib youthful hurt, nor was the danng 
iDtiepidity of our Fisher heroine ever for¬ 
gotten it still lives in the annals of many 
a tale>t(dhng crone in every bothy between 
Elgin and Inverness 
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CHAPTER IV. 


THBES SCENES IN THE LIFE OP AN HFIRESS 

Vain were all our efforts to elicit from Cap¬ 
tain Crowe the narrative of his adventure 
with the Brmjan, but one evening, to cur no 
small astcmishment, he drew forth from his 
shako a small roll of paper, saying —** Well, 
boys f you must not bother me again for 
stones, for I mean to read you one that will 
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satisfy you as to the small amount of ability 
1 possess in the tale-spinning line ” 

“ Is it the Brinjan affair 
» Fsha >—it IS something quite as true, 
and much more sentimental The heroine 
—poor gill—was my kinswoman " 

" Kead on,” cned we And he began 
the following nairativc 

L 

Occurrences, that seem the most common 
when viewed with the hasty eye which looks 
not through the telescopic mind, are fre¬ 
quently m effect, when earnestly examined, 
nfo with uncommon purposes. We pass 
lightly over events, which after-days will 
show us to have been crowded with influences 
—evil or benign—to sway the destinies of 
ourselves, or others, and, in the thick 
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walks of the worid, wc arc thrown upon 
persons, in whom wc take an interest we 
know not why—whom wc meet seldom, but 
always at some juncture marked by pecu- 
lianty of circumstance—and we go on 
blindly, nor ask ourselves why these chances 
have prevailed Chances we miscall them 
and treat them as such—ignorant in our 
nomenclature and dim-sightedi n our classifi¬ 
cation Thus hath it ever been man alters 
not as tho earth ho treads alters—our creeds 
are still ^llacies—our wakmg life still preg*- 
nant with dreams The present—like the 
past—passes in altenations of joy and sorrow, 
pndc and shame Wisdom is still a word 
in men’s mouths—Truth still a treasure in 
its deep wdl— ^Life still flies fastly to Death 
—and the same dun shadow falls from the 
gaunt shape of FimmiTT on our paths' 
Three times m my life did I meet the 
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lovelj woman who is the heroine of my 
bnef sketch It was a day bnght with the 
flashing sunbeams of June, nothing could 
surpass the serene beauty of the all but 
Italian skies, and the sea of Dover looked 
like a hugo and spcckless mirror, stretching 
from Bntish cliff to Gallic strand one mass 
of pure chrystal Yet the scene wanted 
not life—parties were promenading all about, 
catching the summer air, numberless vessels, 
from the laige trader laden with merchandize, 
to the humble craft of the flsherman, were 
all about, and on the picturesque heights 
commanding the town, military pageantnes 
were going on, while from the drtiUexy< 
fort a salute was firing, winch announced 
the amval from Ostend of some foreign 
potentate On the eastward clifi that 
soared mat)estically over the sea, arose the 
Castle, looking—what indeed it is—a noble 
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specimen of the architectural powers of oiu 
ancestois 

As 1 stood on the beach, studying tlie 
animated beauty of the scene, 1 beheld a 
pleasure baige draw near the shore , it wa-* 
full of gay faces aud merry voices—laughter 
and mirth were thcic, but conspicuou*- 
amongst the part^ of young aud fair ^^ilo 
filled it, was one lovely creature, whose 
image struck upon me like the vmd memoiy 
of some phantom of my dreams As ahe 
stood up—the only one who stood—her 
light summer bonnet flung carelessly back,— 
her long dark hair waving about hei fan 
neck and glonous bust,—her black c>cs 
raining joyous influences all around, I know 
not how it was, or whence the accident, 
but a sudden movement of the boat over¬ 
balanced her, and ere one could tell two, or 
B 5 
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say ’twos done, she was overboard and m 
the water t 

A gentleman of distinguished appearance 
stood near me, in a moment he was strug* 
gliDg with the waves, and before tho count¬ 
less myriads, gazing on the scene, could ex¬ 
press their terrors or tender their assistance, 
he liad boi ne her vigourously and unaided to 
tho shoie She had not even fainted , 
though tenihcd and speechless, animation 
held not deserted her, and humedly, but 
safcl}, she was conveyed away 

" 'Who IS she said I, acco<!ting the near- 
' i bystardcr 

“ Miss Percival, the iich heiress of Ey- 
thomc,” was tho reply “ The gentleman, 
who has assuredly saved her from a watery 
grave, is Lord Barfreston, the most extrava¬ 
gant man of fashion of the day, a fine, 
generous follow, too—but a determined 



BOUGH BBCOLLECnONS 


83 

gambler Beport alledges that the young 
heiress has already twice rejected his ad¬ 
dresses Gratitude may now induce her to 
be less severe ” 

My informant’s supposition was correct, 
not many weeks thereafter they were united , 
and the enormous wealth of the beautiful 
heiress was right welcome to tho handsome, 
but needy and dissipated nobleman 

II 

Two years passed away, and I was in 
London The winter had come on suddenly 
and sullenly 

Bittei cold it was, 

Tho owl, for all its featherB, was a cold ” 

Snow had fallen for several days—the 
streets were dark, dirty, and dangerous , all 



84 


ROUGU IlECOLLGCTIO^S 


tilings looked ^vretched and filthy, all 
things always do lu the metropolis at such 
seasons , but though the voice of the star 
viug beggar was hcaid iii the nocluinal 
aticcts though destitution and want iiiJ 
\icc and wantonness walked abroad—tlu 
funnel tiaiii too trcijucntly causing the 
lattci fashion and gaiety held then uu 
checked levels m courtly halls and gorgeous 
saloons 

I had been invited to a party at the man¬ 
sion of one of tlie leaders of fashion, and 1 
dared not neglect the ilattcriDg invit.ition 
which, however, I would fain have done but 
foi a consideiatiou that needs not Ijc men¬ 
tioned Slowly and reluctantly I left my 
little rooms, au seiond^ and betaking my¬ 
self to a cab, whose mauvatae odeut of what 
a modern larcc calls ** lugans and gng^” to¬ 
tally overpowered the Faidaim de Paata 
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with which 1 had scented mysoli 1 ordered 
the vehicle to be dnvcu to Bclgravo Square 
The rooms weie crowded, for it was late 
tvhou 1 entered Aitci passing some time 
in lounging about, speaking to the lew whom 
I knew, and buking at the many who were 
unknown to me, I letired to a corner otto- 
man—tlic only occupant of whose downy 
plUu^^«>Wils on elderly gentleman who ap¬ 
pealed as willing as myself to lemoin a 
silent obseivcr of the pievaiUng gaiety Be¬ 
hind us in the euibiasuie of a laige window 
and halt shrouded fium us by diapery, was 
a scat, whence to out ears came the sounds 
of three female voices 

“ Who IS the lady who persisted m ma¬ 
king o\ er Loi d Barfrestou (1 started at the 
name) to the tender mercies of hoi gigantic 
husband, at the coid table asked one 
“ Oh > it is that tcmble fussy Lady 
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Nightshade was the answer, m a i oice so 
rich, so soft, that the tones trickled on my 
ears like music 

" Sii Simon Nightshade is the most iuto- 
terete gamester about town,” growled a 
gruff<spokcn dam^ whose thin, precise, 
sharp features were the only ones of the trio 
distinguishable from our seat, “ very few 
escape the avanaous barouet’s clutches, 
his poor wife always looks as if she had mis¬ 
laid her mind, and was engaged m a perpet¬ 
ual search for it ” 

I am sure Henry will not play deeply to 
nightsaid the same sweet voice, he 
has promised me, and he->hc was very un¬ 
willingly led away by Lady Nightshade ” 

“ Promised f ha, ha, ha > my dear Lady 
Barireston, by Hits time you should know 
at what rate to estimate such promises 
said the angular lady, ** beades your bus- 
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band is never very "unwilling” to join a 
card party j and his powers of resistance did 
not appear to be very strenuously exerted ” 
A sigh escaped from the sweet voiced 
lady —“ I wish he would come,” said she, 
almost m a wlusper 

A short fcveiish laugh trotted out of her 
tormontoi’s thin lips, as she e\claimed—“ It 
is quite time, dear madam, for you to resign 
your lord to clubs and cards, and every 
other possible or impossible cotene where 
wives aic forgotten, or neglected ” 

" My dear Miss Sowerby,” interfered the 
third, lady, " do not alarm Lady Barfreston, 
her husband is just hke other husbands, and 
you can know nothing of what wives en* 
dure” 

“I assure you, Mrs Wnglit,” grumbled 
Miss Sowerby, " that I have no inclination 
to know either what Lady Baifreston’s or 
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any other lady^s husband, con do in the way 
of creating uneasiness I confess 1 do not 
know the temptation that could induce me 
to be a wife* 

A silcrcc ensued, when the old gentleman 
beside me, eyeing me closely, and perceiving 
that like himself I was a listener, said sotto 
voce —“ Miss Sowerby is on the verge of 
fifty, and has been accused of offering her 
self and her two thousand per annum to 
more than one individual Lord Barfreston 
included, whom she used to pester so exten¬ 
sively with all sorts of petxts soins, that he 
was fiurly obliged to insult her, since when 
she has been most bitter in her attacks on 
him and his lovely wife , for no enemies arc 
so severe against us as those who have fui^ 
merly been our warmest admirers " 

“ Lady Barfroston, then,” cned I, “ is 
the ci-divant Miss Percival of Eythome 
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“ Alas, yes, sweet lady was the reply 

“ And IS she not then happy ^ Is her 
husband still the gambler he was before 
marriage 

** 1 am sorry to say, that neither is she 
happy, nor ho reformed , yot I do believe 
that he loves her well and treats her kindly 
But this sad passion for play defies all con¬ 
trol He 18 a ruined man, and unfortu¬ 
nately his wife’s wealth, which no judicious 
restramts made solely her own, has been 
swallowed up by the same insatiable vice 
that has engulfed his own limited fortune 
But hush I” 

As he ceased, the party behind us arose, 
and, just as they passed. Lady Barfrestun 
turned her face towards us, and for the 
second time in my life 1 saw her Daz- 
zlingly beautiful, in her advance into wo¬ 
manhood, had she grown, tastefully ap- 
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parelled, no dicss could render more distin¬ 
guished a loYlmcss unequalled But there 
was jet a shadow on that fair brow the 
careless glee of liappj maidenhood had passed 
awaj, and in its place were the artificial 
smiles, which the world teaches its votanes 
to put on, to coyer the secret sadness of the 
heart withal, ller figure was larger, while 
there was a noble grace in every movement 
that formed a stnking contrast with the 
light and hvely attitudes of the Heiress of 
Eythomo, two short years before As she 
drew near my companion arose, when, 
recognising him, she held out her hand — 

* Ah I dear Doctor Evesley, is it you ^ 
Fray take mo to the card-room I wish to 
go home, and Henry promised to accompany 
me 

1 followed them 

Deep m the (to me) perfectly recondite 
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mystencs of some fascmatmg game, whose 
very name I knew not, I observed the hand¬ 
some Lord Barfreston So intently occupied 
seemed the whole party, that the few 
intruders who found their way into that 
room into that room were wholly unnoticed 
Lady Barfreston approached her huiband’s 
chair, and she saw at a glance—what was 
in truth obvious to less interested observers 
—that he had lost, and was still losing 
Once she placed her hand gently upon bis 
shoulder, when tunung round almost 
fiercely, and perceiving who it was, ho gave 
a short silly laugh, and told her to go away, 
for he would soon jom her Presently, 
however, some disturbance took place 
among the players Barfireston, starting up, 
declared he was ** rumeOi" and would play 
no more The party was broken up, and 
all was confusion 
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“ Lead me to tbe carnage, Henry 
wbiBpored Lady Barireston, as she seized her 
husband’s arm —** Did you not promise me 
not to play to-night 

** D-n exclaimed he, fiinously— 

** do you not see that wo are observed ^ 
No preaching here^ I beseech you ” 

She made no reply Whether it was that 
words of unkmdness, coupled too with an 
oath, were so new to her as to overcome hor 
—or whether some sudden indisposition- 
incidental to her manifest situation, and 
accelerated by confusion and circumstance 
—caused the accident^ 1 cannot tell, but 
1 saw her shiver violently , and had not 
Dr Evesely stepped forward to render as¬ 
sistance she would have fallen on the floor 
She did &mt, this time! 
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I left London for Pan^ a few weeks 
after the incident I have first related took 
place , but prior to mj departure, I learnt 
that such was the embarassment of Lord 
Barfixiston's afioirs, that both he and his 
ladj had retired to the Continent I had 
been about a month in Pahs,—it was a 
cold and disagreeable night in March, when 
returning home to mf apartment in the 
Rue Louis le Grand, I became entangled in 
one of the narrowest and darkest streets of 
the Palais Royal, and suddenly came upon 
a throng of people collected before the door 
of a large gloomy house A plaintive voice, 
whoso tones sounded familiar to me, was 
appealing piteously to the conciergB for 
admittance, which he in vain assured her he 
dared not grant and no sooner did I per¬ 
ceive that among the numbers assembled 
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round her there waa not one wbo stood her 
protector^ than I made a step forward— 
demanding, at the same tune, of a female 
who stood near me, if she could tell me the 
nature of the disturbance 
** EUe est foUe, la pauvre 1” said the 
woman , “ this is a gomblmg-ostablishmcnt, 
and she declares that her husband is de¬ 
tained there against his consent ” 

“ But there are no gambhog-houses m 
these days " 

" Ko puhlte ones, monsieur,—but—” 

“ Let us go ID, I implore you inter¬ 
rupted again the melancholy voice of the 
supplicant—let me save my husband ” 
That voice 1 could not be mistaken 1 
stepped forward, and beheld indeed Lady 
Barfreston, She looked wild, wan, and 
wretched, her tall form, shrouded in a 
large shawl, concealed the outlines of her 



BOUGH SJSCOLLECTIOH8 


95 

shape, bat a sad change had already taken 
place in her countenance Advancing to 
her, and accosting her in English, I told her 
who I was, entreating her to put herself un¬ 
der my protection With a look of speech¬ 
less thankfulness she unhesitatingly placed 
her arm within mine, and before I had time 
to reflect what coumo to pursue, a loud noise 
from the intenor of the house reached us , 
and, soon after, the door was forced open, 
revealing to us a ghastly figure, from whose 
head and neck streamed a current of blood ^ 
Rushing, or rather staggering down the 
steps, he fell at the feet of Lady Barfieston, 
but one glance sufilccd to assure that unfor¬ 
tunate creature that the being who lay life¬ 
less before her was her husband 1 

Bnef and hasty details must sum up the 
sad narratioe Police officials were soon 
upon the alert about us, seizures were 
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made of desperate criminals,. and loaded 
dice, and every other auziiiarj of fraud re¬ 
sorted to by the infamous, were discovered 
Lord Barfreston and his miserable wife were 
conveyed to their hotel, and it was ascer¬ 
tained that the infatuated dupe of systema¬ 
tic Tillany after having lost such sums as 
he could not pay . had detected unfair play 
in his opponent, accusing him of the same in 
loud and opprobnous language A blow 
succeeded—and unarmed, at the mercy of 
his assailants, he was severely wounded, ere, 
forcing his way to the door, he burst it open 
and fell senseless but not dead—at the 
very feet of his hapless wife, who had fol¬ 
lowed him unobserved to the squalid pre¬ 
cincts of the matson dejeu 
Of Lord Barircston^s future life, Time 
not I, can tell the tale But I had seen the 
unfortunate heircss»of Eythome for the third 
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aud ln£t time The newspapers of the fol¬ 
lowing week detailed the sudden death of 
the beautiful Anne, Lady Barfreston after a 
luomatuic accouchmont ^ 


VOL II 
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CHAPTER V 


THE 0^E-HA^S£0 LADY AA AtTOBIOGRAPHICAL 

FRA6HEAT. 


"Well, at length, I have mnstered up 
courage to bring you a story—^the coinage of 
my own wild brain—” said PhiUipson, one 
evening, “I was rather unwell the other 
day on picket, and sent for the doctor who 
gave me a powerful dose of laudanum , to 
which, I reidly beLeve must be asenbed all 
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such eulogies, or censures, as the talc itself 
may elicit ” 

" Hear ^ hear cned the Colonel 
It IS too long, for one sitting .and do 
not considci me affected, but 1 positively 
cannot be own reader Who can make 
out my manuscript 

“ Any body with eyes,” said I, ” even I, 
who have none of the best can read your 
fine clear wntiug Shall I try ^ " 

1 took it and load^ 

THE ONE HANDED LADY 

-It was in vain that I strove to forget 

her I When frenzy filled my brain with un¬ 
substantial chimeras, she was never absent 
from thought during its wildest wanderings > 
nor, in the aftcr-idiot <7 of gnef benumbed, 
when the eye was blind to the pageantiies 

F 3 
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of earth—the ear deaf to the voice of af¬ 
fection—was her image foi a moment yci1c<1 
fiom nij mental vision She was the sole 
remcmbiancc, the one absorbing idea of my 
mind The atmcsplierc was luminous with 
her presence, and flagrant with her breath 
The sound of hei voice—blessing me as she 
died—cclioed aiound me and before me, 
her form—pure as the snow m which she 
perished—lay sti etched , as cold, as pale, as 
the whitest wreath of that fatal storm * The 
world >ras filled with hci image, not with 
lier living presence, for that would have been 
bliss, but with the spectral music of her ac¬ 
cents hovering in an, while beside me her 
lips were frozen into wan and iigid breath¬ 
lessness 1 saw her everywhere , and 
she looked as when she lay within my arms 
—her golden ringlets stiffening in the frost, 
and death dimming the lustre of those loving 
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eyes that never, never looked a reproach to 
him who had tom her from the seclusion of 
lier saintly retreat, to die m a snow-storm 
on those far away bills t In my ears still 
rang her last words, faintly and slowly par¬ 
celled out—as honey trickles drop by drop 
from the crushed comb —“ Weep not, be¬ 
loved ’—to die with thoo is life t ” 

But / did not die with her * Why did 
I not ^—Yet was there rapture in that 
parting look,—in the pressure of her chilly 
hand—to which the heart’s unsubdued 
warmth of love reached not, yea, raptuie 
such as within her Convent’s walls had never 
thrilled her bosom What was the world 
now to me, bereft of her—for whom I had 
braved the anathemas of the Church—flung 
from me the dignities of piofifcnng princes— 
deserting &,ther and mother and country ^— 
her whom 1 had won but to weep over as 
lost for ever ’ What was the whole earth to 
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me but a wilderness whence the only well- 
spring of delight had vanished ^ It were 
well, had memory proved but a blank 
Forgetfulness is bhss—the bliss of the 
maniac , but to me remembrance was a mag¬ 
nifying mirror, imagmg a sad procession of 
sheeted spectres, shrouded nuns, frozen and 
ghastly—the dim pageant always terminating 
with one bicrless corse, and that was hers 
Madness is often a happy thing, though a fear¬ 
ful one—laughing in its chains and glorying 
m its dungeon But I was not mad it was 
the destruction of feeling, reason, memory, in 
all but one point, or, rather, each separate 
idea, thought and sensation, concentrated into 
one dread picture of the past—the corse of 
the Novice of Ste Madeleine,—Lillian—my 
bnde * 

Two years passed over me m this state I 
lay inert beneath them Time the passing 



aOUGn RECOLLSCTIOirS 


103 


cloud, I the senseless, jet sensitive clod— 
wrung bj the trampling heel, jet trving not 
to move from the thing that pained me 1 
had been discovered bj our straj guides hfe< 
less beside the stiffened form of Lillian, and 
m that condition was convejed to the cottage 
which I had piepared for the reception of mj 
brido, and where mj sister—her earlj fhend 
—awaited to welcome us With the steadj 
untiring affection of her gentle nature, she 
nursed and waited upon mo through dajs 
and nights of nameless horror, devoting 
herself with unflinching labour to the task 
of attending a brother’s life of desperate 
raving alternating with idiotic stupefaction 
in the verj flush and flowerago of her jouth- 
ful beautj, and abandoning even the plighted 
lover of her heart’s election, for one whose 
hours were a monotonj of disease and 


sorrow 
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Almost the first sensation, free from sel¬ 
fishness, that arose within mo, boding reco¬ 
very, was the pang that thrilled through me 
as I remarked how watching and sulfcnng, 
and the disappointment of self-crushed love 
had paled tlic roses on her clieek, and wasted 
to emaciation her round and girlish form 
This sight did more for me than all the me¬ 
dicated potions that were so idly squandered 
on a disease that had its scat in the mind 
1 did not neglect my Cecile , I even tasked 
myself to win her into the belief of my per¬ 
fect recovorv By degrees, I prevailed on 
her to permit her betrothed to visit us nor 
did 1 stop till I saw them umted Then I 
had nothing more to think of nothing 
more to stimulate me to exertion 1 saw 
her blest in the husband of her choice 1 
saw the roses of health once more revisit her 
cheeks my task was done, and I retired to 
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solitude the most severe, uursmg such 
visions of gnef as make the desolation the^ 
dcploic still moie dreadful 

The world contained not an object to 
whom my existence was ncccbsaiy dll my 
toiincr pursuits became loathsome—my at* 
:aimncnts were neglected my talents fji- 
gotten Fame ’ what was it now to me ^ 
1 boie the honorable scais winch had been 
received m the wars ot my country, and ot 
which 1 had once been proud, what were 
they now but unseeioly cicati ices ^ Poetiy 
which had been iny passion, my consoler 
the channel tluough which I breathed forth 
the feiveucies ot niy young spirit—in whose 
dews I cooled the lever of my ardent imogi* 
nation—was but the tinkling dissonance of 
an aimless sound The mind of the tiue 
poet, like the cauldron of Medea, rendeis old 
things new , and criticism had wont to as- 

r 5 
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Sign mo laurels for the opgmalitj of my fig- 
mentb, and the melody of my song Now 
all was forgotten, pen and palette lay in 
the dust > the lute, which had discoursed 
nch musics was netted over by the web of 
the spider , and the painter^s appliances 
rotted away untouched They had won me 
celobntyi long sought and hardly struggled 
for Yet now ' 

What, then, is this feverish longing for 
fame ^ . this craving thirst for the dange- 
lous dew of praise ^—We toil on and on for 
our obelum of admiration—we obtain it 
and then bauquctting on the unsubstantial 
diet which it purchases for our wasted 
spirits, we die ,—or, worse, we haug our 
neglected bay-leaves on the withenng boughs 
of some mental upas, and live^ exhaling 
venom ^ our youth which is the manna 
of existence—smelts away in the cup of sor- 



ROUGH REGOLLEUIIONS 


107 


uerios which the world mixes up for us, and 
imparts no ondunng flaTour to the draught 
But in mine fate had stirred the ingredi¬ 
ents of a powerful passion, and love's sweet¬ 
ness—turnei to bitterness made everything 
taste of wormwood 

The next event, which came to disturb 
the current of life's stream, was the death of 
my only brother I had scarcely known 
him, and if I thought of him as dead, it 
was merely with a feeling of envy But, by 
his decease, duties and distinctions 1 detest¬ 
ed devolved on me I was finally prevailed 
upon, chicfiy by the affectionate and disin¬ 
terested arguments of Cecilo and her hus¬ 
band, to abandon my solitude among the 
Swiss valleys, and return with them to the 
paternal mansion in Normandy My father 
and mother welcomed me as people welcome 
the only treasure which destiny has spared 
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them they refrained from upbraidings, noi 
was the past recurred to , but they implored 
me to enter the mamage state I was their 
only son, the sole male descendent of an an¬ 
cient and noble line, and they besought me 
with frequent supplications not to suffer the 
name of De Beaucliamp to become extinct 
I rejected the idea ot wedlock witli angr^ 
repugnance, and would liavc left them for 
ever, but touched by their grief by the 
sight of their grey hairs—and their promises 
no farther to uige what was so distaseful to 
me—1 consented to remain with them It 
was well that 1 did so, foi they soon sank 
under the weight of years, blessing me as 
they died 

My sister and De llosni came to console 
me they were accompanied by a young 
ladj—the friend of Cecilc—rich, beautiful, 
and amiable She evidently regarded me 
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With a favourable eye, but 1 soon pierced 
tlirough the flimsy though well-meant plot, 
devised by tho affection of my relatives to 
draw us together, and kept more closely to 
niy apartments than ever hly sister had 
one child—a lovely, lisping elf—whose 
)oung words were banning to form them¬ 
selves into those sounds of endearment 
winch man first learns, that ho may the 
better betray—and whose first steps on the 
grass bespeak the futile, yet, ambitious 
daring, that marks the human spiiit through 
the whole of its uncertain careei f 1 became 
very fond of the little Guillaume , he was 
in} companion for many hours of the day, 
and his parents delighted in watcliiug the 
growth of this attachment The boy loved 
me for hours would I cany him through 
the woods around the chateau, or watch over 
him as he slumbered beside me on the moss. 
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and our mutual partiality was hailed by De 
Rosni and Gccile with grateful joy, as indi¬ 
cative of returning sensibility to their un¬ 
fortunate brother About this time an im¬ 
perative necessity drew me to Fans De 
Rosni and my sister had meanwhile taken 
up their abode with me entirely, at my re¬ 
peated solicitations, I therefore determined 
on concluding the business that compelled 
me to leave tlicm with all possible dispatch, 
and hoped to be with them again, at the end 
of a month I tore myself with reluctance 
from my little prattling Guillaume, but, 
when smiling through his tears, ho ex¬ 
claimed—” Uncle will bnng me a nice little 
dog a chill ran through my heart, and 1 
said to myself with perhaps unfounded mis¬ 
anthropy—"There was but one who ever 
loved me for myself alone I did bitter in- 
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justice to mj good Ceale—but sorrow is too 
often unjust and selfish 

With what unuimgled feelings of aversion 
did I again enter that world from which I 
had been for niue years self-banished ^ I 
re-entered it with such sensations as may be 
supposed to assail an exile who, after long 
years of wandering, returns to the home of 
his youth to find it occupied by beings of 
an unknown race But such feelings were 
morbid—the change was m my own heart, 
not in the world, and there had that mis¬ 
anthropy gathered which mode alteration 
appear where there was none Yet 1 wrong 
myself—there was no misanthropy, no 
hatred of mankind , thero was only I'cpug- 
nance to his pleasures, bis heartless enjoy¬ 
ments, his circling dance of amusements, 
in which I had played a part) until Lillian 
intervened to make mo think, and love, and 
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weep, and madden < The fheuds, whom I 
had known m the da} s of my populanty, 
received me with kmdness, but knowing 
what had befallen me (for the tale of my 
SOI lows had reached France, where I had 
been so well known), they abstained from 
the indelicacy of urging me to distasteful 
communion Sometimes, it is true, I was 
induced to pass an evening with the Due 
d’ Aucelly, when ho was quite alone lie 
had ever been a true and valued fnend 
But 1 often longed for the little Guillaume, 
the woodlando of Dc Beauchamp, the rocks 
and the meadows, and the very shadows of 
the old chateau, as they lengthened over 
the sunset path t Methought these inani> 
mate things loved roc more than living thing 
ever could do again—they were at least 
dmnierested. What folly * 

I was detained in Fans much longer than 
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I expected, unlocked for delays ^ and I 
longed the more ardently for the quiet of 
Normandy Alas' I trod on the very 
borders of a sea of turbulent excitement, 
whose waves were about to engulf me * The 
vortex was before me, to which I s|)ed on in 
Ignorant blindness, and I was soon to en¬ 
counter my piopcr curse—that curse which, 
in one shape or other, fills the stai of each 
niau^s destin) with his measure of misery ^ 
Had 1 not already basked in its beams ^— 
Yea , but I had not exhausted their malig¬ 
nity * how little do wo know of our own 
hcaits ^—how little guess we of the love 
they cherish for sin, and stain, and rotten¬ 
ness f—Rob them of the flowers, and they 
will dote on the canker, level the mountain 
on which their fair affections have fed, and 
they will batten on the moor t”—What, 
then, after all, is han^ A compound of 
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clay mixed np with leaven, the gall of aspics, 
and the foam of a lion —A little fire, stolen 
bj Prometheus from the sun, served to oni- 
mate the mass , and is that small portion oi 
heavenly matter enough to ennoble the 
base and hideous nature of the other ingre^ 
dients^ But 1 wander, and I need not 
anticipate 

One night 1 bad consented to attend a 
given by the Due d^ Ancelly to cele¬ 
brate the anniversary of his marriage it 
was the first thing of the sort I had wit¬ 
nessed for years The gay and gorgeous 
saloons were crowded when 1 entered, a 
thousand brilliant lights shone on a scene of 
festivity such as recalled those days of my 
youth, when I was one of Fashion’s most 
petted minions I was yet young—my 
thirtieth summer had barely passed, but the 
withered heart within so juvenile a frame 
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had no business with the revelry that flooded 
those spacious halls As a concluding 
burst of music sounded m mj ears, a thnll 
—cold and freezing—ran through my frame 
I felt sick, and leant against a pillar to 
support myself Suddenly a hum of ad' 
miration «rds heard, sounding the louder for 
the intense silence that had preceded it, 
dunng the performance of the music A 
gentleman near me exclaimed—“ It is the 
Widow of Calabna, the oxb-ha>ded lady ^ 
What grace ^ what exquisite beauty 

“ Yes," whispered another,—" *tis a pity 
that beauty should be linked to that mask 
of mystery, which is so seldom worn by 
anything but guilt 1 They say that lovely 
hand has held other and deadlier playthings 
than lute or rosary " 

“ Paha 1" cned the first speaker, *' only 
the gossip of envious women and baffled 
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men She is os noble as she looks , and, 
as for guilt, why her wealth outweighs it ’’ 

I did not raise my eyes, but 1 knew that 
a crowd was approaching the spot whore I 
stood , and, anxious to amd them, 1 stag¬ 
gered towards a couch , but stumbling from 
continued giddiness, I fell against it— 
striking my forehead with such violence 
that the blood gushed from tlie wonud, 
which, however, instantly relieved the 
faintness at heart The ladies screamed and 
retreated —all but one I knew not who it 
was, for 1 was at first blinded by the blood 
that poured from my brow—but 1 heard a 
voice of surpassmg melody, modulated to 
gentlest sympathy, and a hand, soft, small, 
and delicate, pressed the folds of a mudin 
’kerchief to my forehead 
Recovenng from the confusion which, 
more than the pain, embarrassed me, 1 
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turned to thank the kind unknown, and 
behold an object of the most dazzling, yet 
pccuhar stfle of beauty She had seated 
herself beside me on the couch, to which, 
reganlless of observers, she had led me, 
and ivas gnzing on me with ejes of such 
deep fasGinatioc, of such eloquent commis- 
soration, that I remained spell-bound 
Daiker they were than jot, large and pas- 
biouate, with something of uneaithly ex- 
picbsion in them that reminded mo of a 
pictuic, fur they were like nothing living 1 
had ever seen Her elegant form was tall 
and voluptuous—whilst hci dress, which 
was of black velvet, contrasted nchly with 
the briUiant snow of her skin She wore 
not a single ornament, but her raven hair 
was simply braided over hei high and 
haughty brow, and fastened at the top of 
her head in a knot» from whence fell in 
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graceful folds a long white veil One arm 
—it was the left—was muffled up m a 
peculiar, yet fanciful and becoming drapery, 
resting in a sling which depended from her 
swan-like neck—more like an ornament than 
a support I gazed on her m rapt silence, 
dnnking in the nch magmficence of her 
pale proud beauty , till at length, m palpa¬ 
ble confusion, I murmured out my acknow¬ 
ledgments My embarrassment was soon 
terminated by the approach of the Due, 
who introduced us to each other—“ Mar- 
chesa di Pohgnoni—Comte de Beauchamp 
1 avoided society no longer, but it was 
only to meet Uomoalda di Pohgnoni that I 
courted it, and I met her everywhere She 
was sought, admired, flattered—yet feared 
and disliked Yes, her charms, her fascina¬ 
tions could not bhnd me to the fact that 
she was hated and dreaded as much by the 
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one sex os she was followed by the other 
Why was this ^ I could not guess—1 did 
not ask<~but if 1 thought of it at all>'~* 
which 1 doubt—1 ascribed it to the male¬ 
volence of envy and jealousy She tore me 
from myself j she smiled on me, holding 
all others of my sex aloof My vamty was 
flattered, my reason taken prisoner, my 
heart-consuming sorrow quenched I owed 
her gratitude for this exemption from the 
stmgs of memory alone, and I paid it with 
my heart’s love-^r 1 believed so 

Like enchantment was this woman’s 
power over me, and with a gratified fatuity 
I yielded to it Of love 1 thought little , 
of mamage still less, of any feeling that 
could insult the most fastidious delicacy, 
not at all It was all the indistinct glory of 
a gorgeous dream—a pageant of the brain, 
in which I moved passively, but with a 
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subdued joy—like the first delicious help¬ 
lessness tliat results from a dose of opium * 
Absent from her, my thoughts were yet full 
of her , her words at parting—the last 
glimpse of her smile—^tlic last pressure of 
her hand, lingered on my thoughts like sun¬ 
light on the sea—tinging the daik depths 
that lay between us until we mot ogam, 
with a gleam of liope I listened to her 
often in complete sdcncc, enjoying the mu¬ 
sic of her lute-likc voice, and the rich ori¬ 
ginality of a mind, whose every thought 
seemed nevertheless imbued with a gloomy 
colounng, a mysterious shade, that made 
her eloquent conversation sometimes as fear¬ 
fully thnlling as it was always fascinating 
She was to me as a draught of some exqui¬ 
site wine that had intoxicated me, but the 
intoxication was full of dreamy bliss— 
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bliss tinged, nercrtbclcss, with a nameless 
dread 

One day I was sit tiDg alone, immersed lu 
thoughts of her, when the Due Ancelly 
was announced lie spoke long, but it wa« 
some time ere I could collect m) faculties 
su&ciently to comprehend the gist of his 
discourse it was, in short, that he wished 
to know what my intentions really were 
towards the Marchesa “ hiteiMom ' ’ I 
had nUeruied nothing—meant uot(iing > But 
the wuid let m a flood of light upou my 
mind My friend had awakened me fiom a 
long dicam , but he had done his duty 

“ ReQect, dear Ucmii,’ said he, ** bcfoic 
you decide Above all, do not quite dis> 
regard the strange rumouis that prevail cou> 
cernmg thia mysteiious Calabrese” 

Rumours ^ I know of none, but such 

VOL II u 



122 


noUGH BECOLLICTIONS 


as the cm\ of lici own sex may have 
originated " 

“ Listen to me, * said the Due , “ only a 
person so totallj absorbed as you have been 
C‘\ei since )ou first met hei, and entering so 
little into the common iiitcicuuise of the 
wuild, could be iguoiaut of wh.it is said of 
the lad> Even you have ])ciccivcd that, 
though iich and beautiful, and couitcd (a'^ 
the nch always arc when no definite stigma 
IS affixed to their icputatiou), yet is she 
viewed oskauucc, na) ’ with avcisnni and 
distrust, having no intimate fueuds, iioi 
eurnpanions—neither seeming to wish foi 
any I know not a single individual of hci 
own sex who dues nut shrink, at Inst, fiom 
hex presence, with an unaccountable dread 
} et I know many who are too highmmdcd 
to feel either jealousy or envy of her un¬ 
doubted beauty. I have frequently endea- 
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\ cured to investigate the cause of this biii« 
giilar repugnance, but they mvarubly own 
that they have no just foundation foi it, 
>ct all ^llcgo that they aic sen^-iblc of a 
(old thiill thiuugh their veins asshoap- 
jtroaclics thciii—which subsides undei the 
charm uf hei biilliant conversation and 
beauty N<iy, ridiculous as it boeius, 1 m\ > 
self ha\e c\peiiciiced it’ 

I replied not, foi I had also felt this 
mcxplicable seusatiou—attributing il to tho 
passionate dclinum of tuy Io\q 

“ But I spoke of rumouis resumed he, 
well, it IS icported that her late husband 
purchased her from a baud of mountebanks 
lor her exceeding beauty, when she was i 
little girl Euamouicd of her grace and 
talents, which were highly cultivated uiidei 
the first tuition, he espoused hci , but, m a 
fit of jealousy, inflicted so severe a wound 
0 3 
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on her left hand, that amputation bocame 
iiccC'ssary lie was soon after assassinated 
in the streets of Palermo, wliere they resided 
it the time, and scandal was not taidy in 
liinting that the Maichcsa could have named 
tlic assassins Slio has been here foi 
twelve months, where she was fust intro¬ 
duced into society by the old Princess 

de-, the onl} attendants she brought 

witn lici fioin bicil} continue with hci—a 
deformed and cioss-gianicd Jwarf, who is 
the tcrroi of the children in the streets, and 
Ml old Calabiiau woman, whom she calls her 
iiurac It IS vciy rcitam that some secret 
cause of uneasiness is attached to this inuf- 
iled arm, of which she loves not to think 
the slightest glance towards it by an inqui¬ 
sitive 01 unthinking person, instantly draws 

a gloomy frown over her countenance My¬ 
stery is a mask that oftener hides a blemish 
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than a beauty, and I only enticat you to 
? ejieci ” 

I cannot paint the whirlwind of couIIk t 
jng emotions m which the Due left me I 
felt that his intentions were fnendly, but I 
blamed the re idincss with which he sanc¬ 
tioned the incredible anecdotes of one win 
was, indisputably, mvolvod ni a cloud of 
mystery Still, something whispered (, 
disguise it as I might, theic was an uu< 
caithly character 111 the style of the Mai- 
chesa’s beauty that accorded not with the 
open and candid heait, the pure and inno¬ 
cent mind There was at times a gloom 
upon the brow—a bghtning in tlic eye 
But I felt that a step must be taken , eitliei 
I must leave her foi over, oi wed Iiei ' 
Was I then sure that she would be mine ^ 
Yes, I thought she loved me, as surcl) as I 
loved her, yet how different were the feel- 
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ings With which the love of Lillian filled 
me ^ They wci c such as pervaded my whole 
bemg with gratitude to Heaven and good¬ 
will towaids man they saturated iny soul 
with purity and peace, with the gentleness of 
iici own divine nature, they were entirely 
flee from turbulence On the contrary, every 
idea, that was connected with the image 
of the Marchesa, brcatlied of the violence 
of passion "When I saw her my pulses 
bounded, my blood leaped into its channels 
and my breath came fast In my intercourse 
with Lillian, all was tranquil and serene I 
felt as if 1 were companioned by an angelic 
preserver, who could lead me to tliu golden 
gates of Paradise—I was sure that sin or 
stain could never reach me while she was 
by Witii the Marchesa, my enjoyment was 
still linked with uneasiness-* a nervousness— 
a sensation of unrest It was the troubled 
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joy of a drunkard, and I felt that her sniile 
her whispered will, could make mine arm 
ihe aim of a murderer, and mjr hand led 
with the blood of a brother f Yet 1 was never 
hapjiy but m her presence—^never satisfied 
except when her dazzling eyes rained the 
gloiious shower of their glances upon me 
Was I then happy —then satisfied ^ To 
wlut feelings docs infatuation induce men to 
attach these words < 
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CHAPTER VJ 


COIfCL0SIO\ OF THE 0>E HANDED LADf 


Tnr night was close and sulUj', as 1 sat 
luminating, and from the gaidcns came a 
flood of fragrance fiom the orange blossoml^ 
—nsmg like an invisible cloud of incense 
to hail the 8tar*cncirclcd moon 1 took my 
hat and sword, and entered the street—al¬ 
most without a purpose It was not late, 
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yet au unusual silenco pcivadcd the streets, 
aud wandering down a path, or alley, ^>hi<'h 
led to the open country, I found nijsclf 
without the wall that surrounded the dwidl- 
iiig ot the Maichcsa a light glimmered in 
one balcony , it might probably be th it oi 
her sleeping apiiitmeut, for I knew—and it 
was a subject of remark—that she retii'^d 
caily foi the night At that moment my 
eyes fell on a little postern door in tlio wall 
ueaily hid by shiubbciy it was old anvl <h- 
cayed,—and, scarcely conscious of the ict, 1 
forced it open and entered the giunuds A 
very few paces hiought me bci cath the bal¬ 
cony, whence the light still shone bnghtl} 
The balcony was hut a few feet from the 
giound,—one spring would bnng me to the 
picsence of her who was the subject ot niy 
thoughts, my blood boiled as the idea 
flashed across me, and I was about to follow 
a 5 
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the suggestion, when the sounds ot vuicc& 
from the intenoi of the chambei ancsted 
me I drew closer—it seemed to me that 
there was a struggle, for I heard the fall of 
some lieavjT substance, whilst a harsh voice 
uttered menacing words 

“ The weapon is now mine it said , 
“ you are in my power , submit—oi dread 
the consequences 

‘ Submit’ Xcver, monster’” ciicd the 
well-kuown voice of the Marchesa —“ Would 
you 5)lay youi protectress 

A loud discordant laugh, followed by a 
shriek, decided me , and the next moment 
1 had leaped into the balcon}, seemingly 
unheard by the actors in the strange scene 
that presented itself in the adjoining cliam- 
ber A hideous dwarf, the favorite atten¬ 
dant of the Marchesa, stood over her prostrate 
form, one muscular arm leant against a pil- 
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lar—in the other he held a stiletto, m the 
«ict to stnke,—while a fiendish grin dis¬ 
torted a visage unrivalled in ugliness One 
powerful blow from my sword stretched the 
Inglitful deformity on the floor—to bleed his 
last Twice he attempted to speak—“ Set- 
pent and T^upe * ’ at length broke from his 
lips, and with an appalling sound—hali 
laughter, Iialf yell—he expired ’ 


You have saved me you have saved 
luy life nay, more mine honour ev 
claimed tlic Marchesa, “ henceforth, Ko- 
iiioalda di Pohgnoni is tluiic thine foi evei ^ 
And wilt thou, indeed, link thy fate with 
that of one who is all a mystery ^ the se¬ 
crets of whoso by-gone life may never bo i e- 
vealed even to thee 
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M reply was a smile, as silently I clasped 
her to my lieait 

‘ But ha&t thou not too surely foigoH-i* 
all the wretched conditions, on which only 
this solitary liaud can become ihme ^ 

1 shook my head, but I still smiled 
** Nay, ” added Romoalda, “ let me repeat 
them 

“ Oh, jes • my beloved' So that you speak 
and I listen, so that )our voice la in my eais 
over and over agaiu repeat them ” 

“ This arm,—^view it—^thus muffled , nay 
kiss it not~>ncithei touch it, this aim 
never must eye of him who loves me sec 
uncovei ed ^ Smile not, my lleni i my voice 
IS solemn, my heart is sad, and, look in 
my eyes, that heart loves you Smile not 
nor deem me credulous, there are such 
things as spells and sorceries—and in my 
own Oalabnan woods have I become their 
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victim Thy love and its object shall pensh 
togirtUci whca thou shalt behold this limb 
li.iicd ‘oro thee • I have told thee, Ilcnn, 
that the fouL hist hours of cveiy day, horn 
the midnight bell till grey dawn begins to 
bode a summoi luoro arc vowed to solemn 
vigil Unseen, unhcaid, must they pass , 
nor mav the sauctuaiy demoted to them ad* 
mit human bciUe, save ui) laithful Bar¬ 
bara ” 

“ Look not thiis wan and ghostlike, my 
lloraoalda Have I not sworn to all this ^ ” 

“ Hear you not the bell of midnight ^ ’ 
cried she, starting up, “ already is the hour 
of penance come Begone, dear one ^ begone, 
and leave mo to my task 1 ” She shuddered 
as she spoke, and giving me her hand—that 
white, beautiful, but uninatcd hand, to kiss, 
left me I 

Next morning, while I was engaged m 
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communicatiDg to my sister the important 
and unlooked-foi change that was about to 
take place in my life, entreating her to come 
to Pans to witness ray nuptials, which were 
to be solemnized in another month, a letter 
fiom her was brought me It expressed, in 
the most affectionate terms, then anxiety for 
my return, ending with these singular 
^\Olds 

"You say your aftairsare concluded, then 
" why tarry away longei from us ^ Return, 
“ Hcnn, for we miss you much Do Rosni is 
“ ill, very ill indeed, but he would not have 
" me think so, and your little friend GuilN 
" aunic pesters me with kisses for his truant 
" uncle Besides 1 have had such a dream 
* about you that it has quite alarmed me— 
“ more than jou will like to hear with your 
stubborn unbelief m all my lavountc 
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onicns I thought wc were wandenug to 
gethcr in that gloomy forest of Salency, 
“ wliere you were so fond of hunting when 
** you were a youth all of a sudden a gaunt 
** and rabid Wolf—it was a wolj, Henri, but 
“ holy virgin 1 it had the face of a beautiful 
woman—sprang upon you from the undcr- 
“ wood, felling you to the earth * I awoke 
“ with a loud shnek that startled my 
“ husband » but he smiles at mo now Not 
•* so old Robcit, who decUics that some 
danger menaces his fostei'Child I shall 
“ never forget that wolf, nor the dazzling 
“ beauty of its woman-face—such a st) lo of 
“ fearful beauty as you may imagine possessed 
" by the Lamia of the ancient fiction —Come, 
" Henn, but come not alone through those 
“ woods of Salency, as thou lovest thy 
“ faithful and affectionate 


“ Cbcile 
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I smiled as I threw tlie letter aside, as> 
sunug her m mine that neither wood nor 
wolf would sunder us long from each other 
The month passed, and Romoalda be¬ 
came my wife Our nuptials weie solemnized 
without much pomp or publicity, for Cecilc 
was unable to attend, owing to the incrcob- 
ing indisposition of De Rosui, of whose 
death we soon after icceivcd intolhgcnce 
But immersed in the delicious dieam that 
had spelled my senses, I liad not a teai to 
spare for tlio fiicnd of my youth * All > 
how fleetly fled the next six months, and 
what a season of gloom succeeded that tide 
of )oy ' At the end of that period Romoalda 
expressed a vehement desire to lo-visit hei 
estates in Calabna, and we left Pans, hav¬ 
ing wntten to request that the widowed 
Gecilc—whom I had not seen since our 
union—would join us at mj wife’s castle, 
with Guillaume 
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Polignani was a wild and romantic spot, 
wholly secluded amid scenery of a gloomy 
character Alas ^ these sombic shades soon 
imparted their melancholy colouring to our 
wedded life, for a dark and dismal change 
became soon perceptible in the disposition 
of my Hoinoalda With her many hours of 
solitary vigil, in the oratoiy that led from 
our sleeping apartments, which I had novel 
penetrated and which she kept constantly 
locked, I dared not interfeio, but when 
these became protracted beyond the stipu¬ 
lated time, till health and temper obviously 
wasted away beneath the austere penance 
and frequent fast* I could no longer keep si¬ 
lence, but gave my apprehensions words, and 
entreated her to resume her customaiy mode 
of life A burst of passionate displeasure, 
that gneved as much as it astonished me, 
was her uncalled for and extraordmarv 
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reply, and when, hurt by such conduct, 1 
gazed on her in mute wonder, she gave me a 
look of such furious indignation iliat foi the 
moment I considered myself undci the influ¬ 
ence of a disagreeable dream Alas < I soon 
found such dreams to be realities of daily 
occurrence, nor failed to remark that to all, 
save old Barbara, the Maichcsa (lor so she 
continued to be called), was imperious, un¬ 
certain, unkind I 

We were daily looking for my sister’s ar¬ 
rival, and I began to dread the meeting I 
sorrowed that she should witness the infeli¬ 
city which reigned in her brother’s home 
One afternoon as I sat watching the attenu¬ 
ated form and haggard counienanco of my 
wife, 1 observed her clutch her muffled arm 
with her nght hand, while an expression of 
intense pain crossed her features Could it 
be that she wore some torturing badge by 
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way of penanco, as bigots arc sometimes 
wont to do ^—Starting up, I implored her in 
the most endearing terms, to seek medical 
aid, for certain I was (I said) that she was 
ill She gave me a quick, piercing glance— 
then, bending her eyes to the ground— 
“Ilcnn,” said she, "I am lU Know you 
nut that I shall soon be a mother 

1 started, foi I liad not suspected this, 
and, clasping her to my breast, blessed hei 
foi the tidings 

“ Bless me not, Ifenn she cried coldly 
withdiawing from my arms bless me not* 
You know not what you say This infant 
may be my curse *” and nsing from her seat 
she left the room 

I hod not leisure then to reflect on the 
strangeness of her language, for at that very 
moment the widowed Gccile was announced 
and I flew down to receive her She flung 
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herbclf into my arms, with a burst of pas^ 
sionatc tears, whilst Guillaume cluug to in) 
knees, uttering a thousand lufautiue en¬ 
dearments OaEing on my face, “Wh} 
Ilenri, * ejaculated Cecile, *how vciy pale 
and thin you are ^—where is the lilaithcsa < 
IS she not well 

“ She IS well, my sister said I, turning 
away to conceal the softness that sprang to 
my eyes, “orrathei, she isfio^well, but 
she will soon bo heie to welcome you ” 

“ All, my brother whispered she, “ you 
arc not happy 

Wo seated ourseWes, hand clasped in 
hand, the little Guillaume, wonderfully 
grown and improved m appearance, fell 
asleep on a sofa, and, absorbed in each 
other, we scarcely noted the lapse of time 
Gccile was resting her head on my shoulder, 
and weeping as she related the last hours of 
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her excellent husband, when an advancing 
fi»otstep warned us of the approach of some 
poison It was the Marchesa’s step, and I 
was rising to piescnt my sister to her, when 
Cccilc, tumingiound, sawher, uttered a picic- 
iijg sJiiick, and exclaiming in a smothered 
voice “ It IS the Woh hid her face in my 
bosom, and fainted away t—The woids could 
scarcely have reached the cars of llomoalda, 
but she had hcaid the scream, and seen the 
expression of dismay that had accompanied 
it, and there was a lowering scowl upon 
lier blow, as advancing coolly to the bell, 
she lang for assistance, saying—“Your 
sister, Comte, is as nervous as jourscll 
She will faic badl}. mctliiiiks, iii oui gloomy 
Calabria ” 
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IIow unlike happiness wa^ all this f A 
secret apprehension, for which I could assign 
no reason, bi ooded over me I felt th.it the 
clouds of destiny ueic prcgL.int uitli the 
land dash that would bcorrh and wither the 
little verdure that icmaincd to biightcn nij 
dark and barren path Mj wife was either 
engaged in secret acts of penitential fana- 
tici<ini, or plunged m a foibidden gloom, that 
had more of sullcuness than of devotion in 
it« th.iractci , and, though scnipulouslv 
courteous to }iladame dc Kosiii, seemed yet 
to legald her as an unwelcome guest Ce- 
cile, too, with a heart so unifumil} filled 
with gentleness, was eMdcntly impiessed 
with a strung and invincible antipathy to 
the ^laiclicsa, but as delicacy pieveuted hei 
from the disclosure of these feelings to me, 
while shame and sorrow placed an equal 
piohibition on my tongue, a constant and 
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burthcQsomc coustramt embarrassed our in¬ 
tercourse This to me, and 1 doubt nut, tu 
hei, was the bitteicst aguu^ , lor we luid 
been accustonied to confide m each others 
implicitly —and iww f 

Tlie little Guillaume was oui sole coin- 
iort, and to him cveu Llomoalda u as gentle 
and kind yet, with the waywardness of 
childhood tlic bo) seemed to fen her caresses 
and evade her cndeai meats Ab the (leriod 
drew near when she \vas to become a mo- 
thei, methought a touch of letuiumgtcndei- 
ncss could be dioccriicd about wile I 
often found hei iii teaiN, and she was kinder 
Oecile At length, 1 was the tathei of a 
fine healthy girl and a transient joy filled 
the old halls ol Poliguoiii 

On a soft and sunny eve of autumn, I 
strolled forth amidst the woodland scenery 
that surrounded the castle I wandered for 
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a considci able penod, until the sunset, gild> 
mg the biotvn summits of the mountains, re¬ 
minded me that it was time to ictum I 
was within a sliort distance of** the Castle 
wlicn the sudden shnek of a youthful voire 
rang in my eais foi a moment, and then all 
was still It was suicly Guillaume’s voice * 
—I imagined tliat it came from a narrow 
rocky dell, which lay just below wlicrc I 
stood, dividing a thicket of closely inter¬ 
woven tiees, at tlic remotest extremity of 
Avbich stood the rums of an ancient chapel 
With some difficulty I descended to tho dcU, 
and left not a cornci of lU small extent un¬ 
explored, but nothing was to be scon, I 
shouted out the name of Guillaume, as 1 as¬ 
cended to the thicket, but thcie was no 
reply , and concluding that the shiiU ciy of 
some night-bird had imposed upon my ima¬ 
gination, I was about to seek tho castle by a 
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more direct path—^foi it was now almost 
dark when issuing from the dismantled 
chapel, which stood at some distance on the 
right, I perceived ghost^Iike m the uncer¬ 
tain light—a tall, thin figure, in white ap¬ 
parel, runniug with inconceivable rapidity 
through the biushwood,—in which it pre¬ 
sently disappeared 

Lost in astonishment, 1 sprang after it at 
the top of my speed, but soon becoming 
bewildered among the trees, was obliged to 
give up the pursuit That the figure was 
arrayed in the vestments of a female was 
certain, the Marchesa had been only ten 
days a mother, and bad not yet moved from 
her chamber, yet the form resembled hers. 
Cealc was short, and seldom walked out 
alone, nor did 1 iccoUect any of the me¬ 
nials whose appearance’^ted the fugitive 1 
had seen With a beating heart I entered 
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the saloon my first question was an cn> 
quiry for Guillaume 

“ Almighty God exclaimed Cecileis 
he not with you 

He had, m fact, not been seen since 1 left 
the castle, and, as he was frequently the 
companion of my walk«, it was naturally 
concluded that he had accompanied me I 
thought of the scream, and shuddered' Ge- 
cilc had fainted, whilst I issued instructions 
fur an immediate search Previous to leav¬ 
ing the castle with a portion of the vassals, 
I sought the apartments of the Marchesa, to 
acquaint her with the unlucky event she 
was reclining on a couch, her infant in her 
lap 


“Romoalda,” I cnod, I scarcely knew 
why, “ have yon been out 

« Out repeated she, with a look of sul¬ 
len wonder, “ are you mad 



flOUOH BECOLII.C'TIO.NS 


147 


ludecd, I was a little ashamed of the uu* 
worthy surmise that had almost uncon¬ 
sciously suggested the question, and in bur¬ 
ned accents related the disappearance of 
Ouillaumc and his mothei-’s misciy She 
was deeply affected—pressed the infant Ce- 
cile to bei bosom repeatedly and leaning 
on Barbara’s arm, was conducted to Madame 
de Kosni 

Taking with myself Robcit, an old and 
tried servant, who was indeed my foster 
fathci, and strongly attached to Guillaume, 
I dispersed the others in different direction^ 
and proceeded towards the thicket As we 
forced our nay through the tangled brush¬ 
wood, “ oh I my lord,” said Robert, ** would 
that we had never cutcicd Galabna 

“ Fear not, my good Robert ” answered I, 

“ we shall still find Guillaume ” 

“ Never cned he my spirit forbodes 
H 3 
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evil, and there arc sorrowful fears in my 
heart If it might be so but you would 
• hide me, and I mubt be silent" 

“ Nay, Robei t," said I, “ dre id not my 
tlisplcasuic, unfold your apprehension to 
me the fostei-father of llonn do Beau- 
(iiamp IS his fiicnd ” 

“ Slay me, au’ you will, my lord ex- 
< laimcd the old man , “ but let me speak 
Tho Marchesa ah > she makes you not 
happy, dear master ^—and—there are fear- 
1j1 talcs about her amongst these cottagers 
of Pohgnoni ” 

“Tales, in good sooth r replied I, trying 
to smother tho sickly curiosity to hoar them 
which his words stirred up within me “ but 
good Robert,” added I, “ it beseems not me 
to listen to those idle stones ” 

“ Call them not so, my lord, until you 
hear them For your own sake, if not for 
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that of tho dear missing child, and its bc> 
leaved mother listen to me " 

I was silent. 

"It IS said,” resumed he, lowcnng his 
voice thougli there were none near " that 
the Lady Romoalda is—a aotceress *—that 
she conceals a talisman, composed of tei 
nble ingredients, wrapt round her left arm 
It IS said that she has entered into a direful 
compact with unholy spints, by which she 
IS compelled to furnish them annually witli 
the sacrifice of a human being, while dail) 
she supplies a dove as an offering to the 
fiends Many children have disappcarctl 
from these parts since first she became the 
wife of Di Folignoni, and they scruple no" 
to accuse her of being accessary to tlicir 
fate There is a prophecy current, which 
runs that * The baleful influence of the Gala* 
brian Witch’s spells shall endure, mttl hei 
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muffled arm ts hated by one by whom she 
has been beloved '—Start not, my lord, for 
thou, by baring that limb, may’s! prevent 
the fate that menaces so many . When she 
left Calabria she was attended by a dwarf, 
who was warmly attached to her he has 
disappeared, and nothing is known of him ” 

“ Hold, Robertinterrupted I, “ if, in 
all, the Marchesa be as free from guilty as m 
the death of that hateful dwarf, then is she 
spotless indeed ^ He fell by my hand, 
justly for he attempted the life and honour 
of his mistress ” 

Robert uttered an exclamation of aston¬ 
ishment, but shook his head " Pardon me, 
my lord,” said he , “ but I fear you have 
been her dupe The dwarf was said to be 
attached to her, and, though hideous, bore 
a good repute among the peasantry, whilst 
Barbara is accused of being the ready and 
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able instrameat of her mistress’s will But 
what can the Marchesa want with so many 
(loves ? Enow you not that one is daily 
earned into her oratory by Barbara—ot 
which no traces arc ever seen 

I stood rooted to the ground., perplexed 
by a thousand thoughts The word . “ dupe," 
uttered by Bobort, acted as a charm to call 
up a train of dismal suspicions I recalled 
the dymg expressions of the dwarf—“ ser¬ 
pent and dupe 1 remembered her own 
avowal that, with the baring of her muffled 
arm, her destiny should be accomplished 1 
remembered her belief in spells, in sorceries 
—^her vigils in the oratory, attnbuted to re¬ 
ligious penances , whilst few, very few, loh- 
gious books, or relics, such as are used by 
devotees, were seen in her possesion Then 
the warnings of my friend—even the dream 
4>f my sister—all, in a moment, passed 
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through my mind, as with a mental oath 
1 resolved to watch her—to bare the mys¬ 
tic arm—yea ^ if eternal misery followed the 
perjured act ^ 

1 had no sooner formed this determination 
than 1 recovered my presence of mind , and 
clasping Kobort's hand, I solemnly pledged 


pierce to 

that clouded the conduct of my wife at 
the same time enjoining the stnetest silence 


the very core the mystery 



regarding what had passed between us 
Whilst we were leaving the thicket after 


a vain search, we were joined by a party of 
the domestics, who had also unsuccessfully 
examined the gardens and adjoining grounds 


Emerging from the intricacies of the shrub¬ 


bery, we came upon a little and almost 
obliterated track, leading from the orchard 


towards the rums of the chapel already 
alluded to, and here, stumbling over some- 
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thing, I stooped, and picked up a little 
velvet cap —Guillaumes ' 

With an exclamation of joy, we pio- 
ceeded , for a ray of hope filled our bosoms 
Pointing to the oli chapel, whose walN— 
glittoiing in the light of the rising moon-* 
now attracted my attention, I dem.iadr(l 
whether they had searched it ^ “ No,—they 
were going to it when thej met me ’ 

It was a desolate place—almost roofie s , 
the walls m many parts piostiatc, and little 
likely to have been visited from choice by a 
child We inspected it closely, as we thoi^ht, 
and w'ere retiring, when, missing Robei I 
from my side, 1 shouted out his name An 
answer was returned in a faint voice, and it 
was some moments eic—stumbling over 
heaps of rubbish—we discovered the old 
man in a nanow aisle that had somehow 
eluded our observation Uis torch lay ox- 
u 5 
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tiuguibhed on tho ground ^ and beside him^ 
where he knelt with clasped hands^ wa^i 
stretched the lifeless body of oui dariing 
GuilUumc * 

“ I told }0U so •” murmuied the old man 
—“ here lies another victim to the—” 

“ Silence interrupted I, “ there may 
still bo life * 

Alas, there was none * The body was 
already stiH with the ico of death and the 
cnfianchibcd spint rejoicing with its fellow- 
angels f Not a wound or trace of violence 
could bo discovered, till horroi sliook our 
frames as we perceived on the left breast a 
small Cl imson puncture—it u as no more— 
o\er I'hich a few diops of blood had con¬ 
gealed, and from which it would seem that 
the fangs of some monstrous reptile had 
bucked the vermiUion current of life t 
Ejaculations of gnef and terror burst 
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fiom the appalled group , whilst Robert, 
shaking his long gicj hair m the moonshine 
that almost paled the red torchlight, looked 
like a prophet, dealing out imprecations on 
the guilty 1 Retiring to a little distance, I 
gave vent to my distress by a burst of teais ; 
and tluowmg myself on my knees, besought 
the Great Kevuler to make known the 
pcrpetiatoi ot so deadly a crime 

Whilst I was concluding mj supplication=, 
two of the menials, ignorant of my proxi¬ 
mity as I stood concealed by a column, drew 
near the) were both natives of Polignoni 
“ It was just in the same way," said one 
of them, ** that Paolo’s grandson was marked 
when it was found dead near the Marchesa’s 
summer-house Tiiere was just such a spot 
of blood tnckliiig from a punctuic over the 
heart—nothing more, for I saw it” 

“ Hush t” replied the other, “ mind 
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your own aflairs, Luigi, or you may chance 
to Tcpont it Th^ who have such fangs 
may have also cars, so lot us take care of 
our tongues May there not be yampire- 
bats in these old woods 

“ Kay, Carlo said the fiist, ** there 
were neither blood-bats, or murdered babes 
at Polignoni before the Ohb Handed Ladt 
came hero 

* * * » f 

The most affectionate of sisters, the 
tendercst of wives and mothers, the gentle 
Cecilo, was buned on the same day, in the 
same grave, with her murdered boy * 
Through the long illness that followed this 
double bereavement, her last woids con¬ 
tinued to nng in my ears a tocsin to re¬ 
venge ] They were the connecting links of 
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tbe long chain ot Mystery, which Fate had 
wound round me t 

“ My brother,” she said, “ I am dying 
If 1 were not convinced to-morrow’s sun 
would set upon my grave, these lips would 
never breathe forth the thoughts they have 
often burned to utter My child, my Guil¬ 
laume, has fallen beneath the tangs of that 
Wolf —the WolJ of my dieam ' and, bro¬ 
ther, that Wolfs human face hath its coun¬ 
terpart in the Lady Romoalda 

Time rolled on heavily 1 bioodcd over 
the secret icsolution I had vowed, but 
hitherto no moans of effecting aught had 
occurred The Marchesa observed that a 
change had crept over me, but she ascribed 
all to the deaths of my sister and nephew, 
joined to the severe lUuess that ensued 
She scorned much occupied with her child, 
now nearly twelve montlis old , and we 
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beldom met, except at meals 1 was alone, 
one day, when llobert entered, and in low 
accents requested me to follow him 1 saw 
by his countenance that something had 
occurred to excite him, and told him to lead 
on Behind the suite of apaitmcutsthat 
wcic iccognized as the Marchesa’s, and from 
which, ou the birth of oui child, I had 
lemovcd to a rcmotci range, ran a long 
gloomy comdor, which had been long dia* 
u^cd, and was indeed shut up at ouo end 
Hither 1 followed Itobcit, until reaching a 
Urge mjuldciing picture, which hung on 
the wall, he pushed it aside , and, touching 
a hidden spnng, a Utile wicket flew 
back, disclosing the entrance to a dark 
recess 

“ That ajierturo," said he, " is exactly 
behind my lady’s oratory ” 

I started 



AOUGH RECOUECTIO^S 


159 


“ Ever since our Guillaume’s death, my 
lord, I have watched and waited, as the 
hunter for his picy This morning 1 dis 
covered that the picture before us concealed 
an opening Let us enter this recess may 
contain some avenue to the oratory of the 
Marchesa, who is now in the gaidcns” 

We ciept into what at hrst indeed ap¬ 
pealed a recess , but which, on cxamiuatioD, 
we found to be nothmg else than the interior 
of a gigantic statue of bronze, which evi¬ 
dently formed port of the ornamental furni¬ 
ture of the oratory There was baiely room 
to admit two persons, so that Robert was 
obhgcd to crouch at the bottom, whilst I 
occupied the shell of the giant Frocunng 
a block of wood which lay in the gallery, I 
contrived to raise myself so as to reach 
the head of the statue, but in so doing 
managed to displace that part of the struc- 
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turc which composed the mouth Our satis* 
faction was complete when I found that by 
the application of my eyes to this onlice the 
inteiior of the oratory became partly dis* 
ccrnible There was, m tiuth, little to 
excite suspicion in what mot m\ sight, it 
was almost wholly unfurnished In the 
very centre, opposite where I stood, was an 
altar, covered with black velvet, on which, 
foi want of a crucifix, were langod several 
phials containing coloured fluids With its 
back to me and facing the altai—if altar it 
could be called—stood a huge chair of anti¬ 
que form, and close behind it was a wicker 
cage, 111 which fluttered a white dove * The 
floor was without carpet or mat, and in 
many places discoloured—spoiled with— 
perhaps blood > 

1 determined to watch that very night t 


x 



4 
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The hour of midnight had ceased to 
sound, ere I stole with the steps of a secret 
watcher towards the desolate gallery All 
was silent as a stone, as I crept slowly along 
through the dark and dreary corridor As 
I entered the crevice behind the picture, a 
light shming thiough the mouth ot the 
statue assured me that the oratory was al¬ 
ready occupied 1 listened with a beating 
heart, ere I assumed resolution to mount the 
factitious step that would bring my vision 
on a level with the aperture , and I prayed 
fervently that Komoalda might piove inno¬ 
cent, even should that innocence render my 
conduct as a spy still more inexcusable than 
I already felt it to be Picscntly I heard 
her speak,—I heard that voice of unsur¬ 
passed melody, pounng forth sounds inex¬ 
pressibly plaintive and mournful, but in a 
language that was unknown to me She 
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appeared to be pleading, or in argument, 
and occasionally paused, when a whispering 
noise—such as runs thiough the leaves of 
an autumnal forest when, sear and shrivelled, 
they arc scattered by the winnowing biccze 
on the earth—responded to her wailings 
Who, then, could be her companion ? No 
one but old Barbara was ever admitted to 
that sanctuary, and she lay sick, even unto 
deaths 

Again she 

now the Italian, and the emphasis, with 
which agony of spint seals its eloquence, 
marked these words —" This once—this 
once—only this once, hear me * Any other 
victim than this ^ Three other lives for this 
one > Nay, a hundred shall be given for this 
one sweet life 

I felt the terror stimng in my very hair, 
as, in reply to these accents, a sound— 


spoke, but her language was 
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which I can compare to nothing but the 
mingled hissings of a thousand angry vipers 
arose, seeming to fill the whole oratory, 
and penetrating where I stood, trembling in 
the vicinity of some horrid spell * 

Romoalda groaned aloud all was again 
still, and, summoning resolution, I ascended 
the block of wood and applied my eyes to 
the orifice She was sitting m the antique 
choir, which, placed as it was, with its back 
to mo, almost hid her from my view A 
brilliant light issued from a lamp slung from 
the ceiling, which shed a strong reflection 
on the altar before her, on which, fast 
ableop I could almost fancy it dead but for 
the rosy health that coloured check and hp 
lay our child' She stooped over it 
kissed it passionately and again spoke 
“ Kay, I will not obey she said, imperi¬ 
ously while starting up, she stood erect. 
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her long black hair sweeping her shoulders, 
like a sibyl danng the iicnd she has 
invoked ^ 

For a moment I saw her countenance, 
as she raised her regal head fierce and 
menacing was the expression of her eyes, 
but speedily they quailed beneath the re> 
petition of that baleful chorus of serpent* 
voices, which rose with redoubled fury 
from some invisible quarter, while the 
whole atmosphere became heavy with a 
musky and stifling odour 

“ Bo it so ^ she cned, as lifting the child 
from the altar, she crouched rather tlian sank 
back in the chair A cowardly panic spcll- 
bonnd my senses—I saw nothing, but I heard 
the cry—the cry of an infant's agony as it 
renders unwillingly back the painful life 
which God has bestowed upon it I 

The remnant of this singular episode in 
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the life of a sinful man must be told in sen¬ 
tences brief and abrupt There are events of 
a nature so peculiar that it is as impossible 
to dwell on them in the trim diction of 
a varnished tale, or dally in tho telling 
of thorn, as it is to bathe the limbs in molten 
ore while smiles of ploasuie circle round the 
lips 

I darted trom the recess, with the speed of 
the hare, and tho caution of the cat The cor¬ 
ridor was dark as inj thoughts, but I found 
my way through it with mcicdible dexterity, 
and entered the chamber appropiiatcd to 
our infant The nurse was fast asleep, but 
there was no child beside her On a table 
stood a phial containing a colourless fluid, 
which I knew to be a powerful opiate, part of 
which 1 had seen administered to tho suffer¬ 
ing Barbara, and I at once guessed that the 
nurse bad been induced to partake of it 
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Snatching it up, I hurried to the chamber of 
the Marchc&a As I had anticipated, her 
vigil of sm was not yet over On a slab 
near her bed stood a cup of spiced mne, 
which it was her custom to swallow on her 
return from the oratory, and was always pre¬ 
pared for her before she retired to that cell 
of inystciy, as she never permitted an atten¬ 
dant to undress her, or assist at hei toilette, 
when Barbara was ill Pouring into the 
goblet a double portion of the opiate, I has¬ 
tened to my own room 
In a state of silent, stci n resolve, I awaited 
the result of the opiate, while Bobert 
watched my countenance, often convulsed by 
the agonies that racked the working mind, 
os if he dreaded lest the corporeal strength 
should sink eie the moment of trial came 
“ What if she quaff not up the potion 
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“ Then iftere are cords and liae are 
chains 

As the morning advanced, tlic vreathei, 
which had all night been sultry and threa¬ 
tening, grew tempestuous Thunder growled 
.inioiigst the incuntdins, whilst frequent 
Aaslies of lightning accompanied the loud and 
angry roanng of the wind I felt that a 
tragedy was either about to be pci petrated 
or punished, os wc glided towards the cham¬ 
ber of the Marchesa, wliilst the ngidit) of 
steeled liearts glued our lips togcllicr, and 
blanched our faces till they sliowed corpse- 
like m the already breaking dawn 

She slept—the Murdciess slept, soundly 
—heavily,—as they sleep who have diank 
deeply of an opiate—and I saw that the 
goblet was empty ller lips were dry and 
feverish—clammy drops beaded on her brow 
—and, muffled in its usual envelopment of 
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many wrappings, lay that arm which was so 
soon to meet my gaze Twice I touched it, 
and twice I withdrew my uncertain hands 
^t length, as for the third time I lifted it, 
Rebel t, advancing promptly, severed with a 
knife the principal knot that tied the folds 
together 

Gradually, swathe after swathe, we un¬ 
rolled the covering, until all at once we 
paused in suipiise, foi a quick vibrating 
motion was perceplibic in the lower part of 
the ann—yet slie continued to sleep, wholly 
unconscious t The white and beautifully 
modelled limb was now bare from the 
shoulder to the elbow—the strange quiver¬ 
ing movement increased—and another fold 
was unrolled Holy Saints I what a sight 
met our gaze> What was that mass of 
leprous, yethving flesh ^—The last fold falls 
asunder Merciful God! below the elbow 
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UL WAS A HiDEOirs SSBPSNT ^ Again the 
fearful hiss sounded in my ears—again the 
stifling odour of its deadly breath sickened 
the atmosphere 1 Starting back, we stared 
in white and cowenng horror on the detesta- 
ble thing ,—the giittenng scales—^thc 
crested head—tiie fierce expression of the 
bright and shifting eyes—^the lithe vibrating 
tongue, forked and clammy—the speckled 
neck' . 

Suddenly, as wc looked, eroctmg its 
dazzling crest, it darted upwards—fixing 
its fangs deep in the snowy and un¬ 
covered bosom of Homoalda ^ A wild scream 
issued from her lips, as the thnllmg pain 
aruused her to sensation. Loudly she 
shneked, when she behefld herself in the 
power of the demon At that instant, 
kind Heaven—^unwilling that human eye 
should wither beneath the influence of so 

VOL. u I 
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dire a spectacle—sent a vivid flash of light- 
bing to coDSumniate the unnatural tragedy ^ 
In another moment, the bed—the room— 
the castle, were in flames , and the Sorccres^^ 
and the Serpent penshed together^ 

Of the Castle di Fohgnoni nothing but 
the blackened walls remain 1 liave been 
ten \ears a member of this holy community 
Kobei t IS still alive , yon venerable monk, 
whom yoa perceive digging a grave, is he , 
it i9 for himself Mine has long been rcad^, 
and I feel that it will soon receiie its 
lanant ^ 
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CHAPTER m 


A DUET —A STORY OP THE WORLD’S WORK. 


“ Why, this is veiy midsummer madness 
quoted I, as Coze finished his strange 
recital 

" That^s not onginalcried Pozziwinkle, 
turning round quicklj towards me. 

I 3 
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“ Tou mean Coxe’s tale, of conrse 
“ I mean your * midsummer madness ^ 
cnticism it IS from-—from Pope, or—^thc 
Elegant Extracts, or somebody,” said Pozzi< 
winkle, witb a Fadladcen air of importance 
“ You're nght—it is from— somebody^ 
observed Bowen, smiling , “ and Rob is a 
sad plagiary, there’s no doubt of it When 
a m an favours his fnends with a quotation, 
he should begin by holding up his two fore 
fingers—digital commas” 

“ Or wink his nght eye twice, in quick 
succession,” remarked Blanche, making a 
({ueerfiice at Pozziw inkle, who was busily 
fumbling in his cap, from which he at length 
succeeded in extracting a few leaves of 
closely written paper 

“ I hope you have something for us there 1” 
said I, “ and you may depend upon 



BOUGH BhOOlLECTIOXS 


173 


it I blidU iioicher * damn it with famt 
praise—* ” 

“ That’s another pilfer ” cried Fozziwinkle, 
interrupting me, hastily 

“I know it j I was only going to assui'^ 
you that your third—ninth—aunt’s 
production is it aunt’s second story should 
have my entire attention, and no doubt, 
praise ” 

“ Oh ^ this 18 not my aunt’s, it really is 
my own, and so you must all be very kind, 
and not quiz it ’Tis only a fragment ” 

“ Then we shall have it to<morrow after 
Ooze and Shaw have favoured us with their 
promised duet ” 

Now, the fact is, that at their request, 
I had translated a buffo duet from Rossini’s 
opera of ” Corradino,” for these youths 


which Me Gaily had set to music of his own. 


I did not stick very closcjy to the original, 
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as Fozziwmklo might have remarked had he 
been in the humour, but Ooze’s fine bari¬ 
tone going well with Shaw’s sweet small 
tenoi, the thing had immense success 
particularly as Shaw had borrowed a toque 
for the occasion from our doctor’s wife, and 
wrapped himself up, d la hayadhet in a 
white muslm drapery, edged with gold leaf 
I may as well add the 

DUETTO 

Matdda —Gh>od sir, mj arms are blushes, sighs, 

Coquettish arts, and ogling cjos, 
Speechfol silence 
Which, a mile hence, 

Is e^ctual, 

Intellectual 

Wiles and charm^ such as Armida 
Once mTentcd, so to lead a 
Lover, or hko those some bards do 
In their vene deal—as men cards do' 
Corradino, sighing—prajing— 

At my Aet bu fgore laying— 
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Kneebiig my fond lovo to crave, 

I shall eec my vciy bla\e' 
ihp,nndo —Little guess you of Ins tactics' 

Such aill never be Ins practice— 

I'ull of subtlety and quirks, 

Cuuning nurds and ci vfly wjik-*, 
Now with fuiioi <t looks and gestuies - 
Now with piidc that soon niU t 
yours— 

birh as onK iirp of e\il 
Could in\oiit ’—He is—the dtvd * 
lie mil ne^cr kneel to thoo, 

Noi obej thcc, 

But dt^mftJ theo. 


Mat — 

And thy \ciy tyraii' ho • 

Pbha * you m ike me hugli, indeed ‘ 

Alt — 

Hh pndc dotn ciciyUung exceed 

— 

— 

He's made of lery bitter stuff 1 
I’m a woiH'iti f —lhats enoiigli * 


IZi — 

All, poor gill. I’ll bet a ducat 



Thoult ha\c penanee more 

than 

Mat — 

pleasure 

Do you doubt that I have luek at 



Gaming hearts 1—Now, at 

}our 

Alt — 

leisure. 

Tell me n hat your think of me 

A lady, wondrous £ur to seo > 


Mat — 

My cheeks 1 


Ah — 

Are roso^ fit to woo bees 




176 


BOUen BEG0LLEClT10ir8 


J/irf — 
AU — 
JUat — 
AU — 
Mai — 
Ah — 
Mat — 
Ah -- 
Mai ‘- 
Ah — 
Mai — 
Ah — 
Mai — 

Ah — 




Mj lips ? 

Aro ventaUe rubies 
These eyes) 

A pair of black banditti 
Thoee feet f 

Ti30 preUy~>there'8 the pity 
My smile 1 

Ah I that all wrath should bridle ' 
My figure t 
Fit to be an idol' 

My voice I 

The sweet of flowers made vocaL 
And are not these enow to poke all 
Haughty feohngs down his throat ? 
Of iron 18 hi8 ragged heart 

But, £ur warrior, round thee float 
Flags of woman’s nicest art 
Use them so as to compel 
Conadin’ to see thee well I 
Yes, 1 have a magic power 
In my sex’s graceful art 
To control uid win his heart, 

And I 8Aa^£~*witlun one hour! 

« » « 


“ Fozzi, mon cher, we are waiting for 
your tale ” 

** Hem \ here goes, then 
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A STORY OF THE WORLD’S WORK 

It 'was a bright and gluwing evening in the 

month of May, and the nch exuberance of 

summery leaves clad the stalely trees that 

studded the old park of Cotswold in that 

verdant livory with which nature delights 

to soothe the eyes of man Birds wcie 

beginning to wing their flight roostwards , 

and, here and there, eariy-slecping flowers 

began to hood up their painted petals in 

that dewy slumber which enables them to 

salute the coming day with new odours and 

refreshed colours The sun had not yet 

left the sky, seeming to linger longer than 

was its wont, as if it loved to look on the 

peaceful scene around, yet, doubtle^ it 

looked also, in its all-seeing vision, on other 

scenes less quiet, less lapped in the soft 
X 5 
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spells of loveUness and pcaco—on the hot 
and dusty streets of the crowded city, where 
night brings no release irom sordid cares— 
and on the filthy alley, where squalid >yant 
—tho nurso if not the parent of Cnmo<-‘ 
cowers in sullen despondency over the des- 
perato artifices of premeditated evil But 
here, in this lovehest nook of Gotswold 
Park, the sotting sun witnessed nothing 
that spoke of guilt, and the only sounds 
that might be heard—eloquent of the pre¬ 
vailing grief-shadow that haunteth the wide 
world—were the sobs, half smothered by 
gentle kisses, that escaped from a fair young 
girl, whose beauteous head, as she rcchned 
on a rudely-constructed bench, rested on the 
shoulder of a form almost as graceful, as 
youthful as her own, but of a different sex, 
and in a manlier style of beauty 

And IS this a parting between brother and 
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sister ^ And goes he—the playmate of her 
youth—to foreign lands ^ and is he a sol” 
dier ^—Nay, his dress is that of a clergy¬ 
man, and Robert Woodfordo is not the bro¬ 
ther of the Lidy Zara Nevil—he is hei 
lover 

“Zara,” ho said, in the tones of a voice 
that was rich in music, " you love me —\fe 
love each other, but you need not tell me 
that Time will not change you—it is 
cumstance that will do so , but your young 
and innocent heart is ignorant of the new 
foims love and happiness will assume t 
court you in scenes, oh* far different from 
such as now surround us, where we have 
passed so many happy days You go, for 
tlic first time, into the aicna where the vo- 
tanes of fashion employ the fascinations of 
enchanting enjoyment in a conflict against 
reason and religion., a conflict which, alas I 
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seldom loaves the mind., howsoever pure . 
without its stain, its scar You have 
hitherto seen few men whoso admiration 
could work upon your young imagination , 
but you cannot enter the world of the me¬ 
tropolis as the only daughter of a proud line, 
without enlisting in your tram many, oh ^ 
how many, whose endowments, personal and 
mental, will far surpass those of the humble 
village pastor who&e love—though .t may 
not hope for encouragement hereafter—is 
now blest with so sweet a return I cannot 
—dare not hope—" 

“ Oh ' hush, hush, Robert interrupted 
the young girl, as she hid her bright face, 
clouded hy dewy tears, in her bosom, “ do 
not utter such words Such things are un¬ 
worthy of us both I cannot—will not 
alter What care I for fashion and its worlds 
1 have never seen them, and therefore”— 
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“ And therefore, dearest, the prestige by 
which they are attended will have the 
stronger influence But our clandestine m* 
tcrcourse—feel its impropnety, while I 
seize the only means b} which I can hear of 
you Ob, weclcbt • now—now that we 
in j t > 1 *. I tvill not do aught but hope that 
. lA bo true ’ 

.^t that moment a bell was heard—and 
tvonug licrself from lis embrace, she flung a 
wa Jiguord, formed of hei own beautiful and 
abundant hair, round his neck,—whilst he 
placed a plain gold nng containing a simple 
turquoise upon her finger , and in another 
moment her light feet, which no deep-stnk- 
ing root of care had yet checked, were 
boundmg through the green arches of the 
trees towards the Hall, while the nch gush 
of melody, that now burst forth from a my¬ 
riad of nightingales, frilod to arouse her 
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lover from the attitude of melaucholj con* 
tcmplatiOD into which he had lillcn As 
the last glimpse of her white garments faded 
away in the distance, he felt that strange, 
but not rare, presentiment of evil permeate 
through his faculties, wluch we experience 
when the future—itself unseen—tin onts its 
dar£ but faithful shadow ovei the meditative 
present At that instant, too, something 
fluttering past him brushed against his nan 
startled him from his reverie At his feet 
lay a bird—a nightingale , it struggled foi 
a second on the grass, and then, when he 
stooped down to examine i^ he found that 
it was dead 

Why had it come to die there, at such a 
moment, at his very feet^ A chill crept 
over him, and slowly, sadly he sought his 

humble abode. 
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The changes which affect the destinies of 
man have little power ever the earth he 
treads here and there, a mine, or a grave, 
opens^^and he digs or is buned Two years 
have passed, quietly—for gnef is not always 
noisy, simply—for poverty ensures, for the 
most part, simplicity, when the tastes are 
unvitiated , but sadly with our curate, for 
his bright illusion was brief, and his awaking 
from its dreamlike influence fully as painful 
as if ho himself had uevei foreseen or pre¬ 
dicted it How differently had time sped 
with the beautiful Zara > Manifold are the 
changes which circumstance—the Demon 
that rules the World—^has worked upon her 
At first, grief—the heavy gnef of a young 
loving girl, not averse to admiration but 
liking it best) os she supposed, from the 
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youth who had boon from earliest years her 
chosen companion , then, wonder—gratified 
vanity—pnde» flattered into a full belief of 
its most selfish creed—and, at last, contempt 
for poor Woodforde—mingled with dis¬ 
pleasure, not only with him, but with her¬ 
self for over having stooped so low When 
all was too clear for future hope in his bight, 
did it soothe him to think that he had pie- 
dieted as much ^ Alas ^ for human natuie, 
that thus easily may be mapped out its 
shoals and quicksands by even those sad ad¬ 
venturers who arc doomed to undergo ship¬ 
wreck on the veiy rocks they have pointed 
out—^not only to others, but to themselves 
Two years have passed, and but once in 
that space of time had they met, and then 
she was a changing thing Cold as his re¬ 
ception wa^ it had not left him utterly 
hopeless, for the halls of her father were 
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thrown open to the gay, and he fondly 
deemed it would be different wore they once 
more in sohtude But the next day brought 
him assurances of her utter hcartlessness 
That saloon is again crowded with the gay, 
the flippant, the vicious, and there sits the 
lovely Lady of Cots wold, ** the cynosure of 
evciy eye”—^her early graces npened into 
the mature beauty of womanhood, and the 
fascinations of her manners dignified by a 
self*possession that is not without its tinge 
of hauteur Her steps arc haunted by evil 
spints—^thc evil spints that are always to 
be found whispering beside the possessors ot 
wealth, beauty, and station—that tnnity 
worshipped by the base, and through every 
change of folly, of capnee, her constant at- 
tendant is Lord Bezhdl he is fashionably 
handsome, dissipated, poor—but he is the 
heir to a dukedom^ She loves him no^ 
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yet she listens with eager aviditj^ to ever} 
thing he utters—for his word is a canon in 
the world of fashion , and, besides, lici 
bosom fnend is tho fiancee of a marquis 
whilst site IS still disengaged < 

“ What are you two talking about *' de¬ 
manded the fat Duchess of Diakelaml, 
waddling up to them, and anxious to inter¬ 
rupt a tetc-a-tetc which seemed monarmg 
to her own long-chenshcd hope of obtaining 
BexhilL for a son-in-law I tow Lady 2^ra 
must be weaned to death of your lordship, 
for she is looking quite flushed, and 1 know 
she hates colour Why my dear, you arc 
like a rose pompon ” 

Lady 2lara paled through the subtle soup- 
gon of rouge with which she had slightly 
tinged her cheeks, at the insolence of her 
friend, with an ireful feeling of which she 
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promptlj suppressed auj display, whilst her 
her ready companion replied — 

We were talking of a thousand things, 
dear Duchess. Staudigl’s cataract voice, every 
drop a hurst of choral harmony^—of the new 
actress—of Valentino Bartholomew’s last 
flower piece—and of the newest perfumes, 
By the hye, cara mta dudheamt why do you, 
whose taste is so perfect, permit your daugh¬ 
ter to use verbena 

“ Verbena exclaimed the Duchess “ im¬ 
possible, my lord Lady Charlotte gets all 
her essences from Houbigant, and invariably 
employs patchouli ” 

“ Pardon me, but positively 1 cannot bo 
mistaken 1 could not a^^proach within a 

couple of ells of Lady Charlotte to night, for 

# 

1 have an invincible antipathy to verbena 

* Anachronisms, excusable foi their ontliusinsm lu 
fiiTOur ofgenios 
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Besides, your grace must be aware that 
patchouli IS quite out ever since Chardin’s 
handoomo shopman stupidly showed D’Orsay 
that order for four dozen fiacons from the 
pretty little actress at the Adelphi ” 

“ Four dozen ^—an actress * oh my 
shneked Lady Angela Fiddlcton, with a stare 
of horror that would have been quite in 
place had she witnessed the decapitation of 
her father 

" An actress screamed a young lady 
with a cockatoo voice, looking very mneh 
diQgustod, and trying to turn up her nose, 
which however obstinately retained its 
natural hook 

** La *” simpered a young lady, in straw- 
coloured satin and hair to match, “ mamma 
insisted on my wearing patchouli, though I 
prefer —** 

** What does hliss Doshpils prefer asked 
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Lord BcxbiU, watching with some interest 
the increased roll in the gait of the obese 
duchess, as she waddled away in much the 
same state of imtabihty as a she-walrus may 
be supposed to do whose pet cub has been 
wantonly offended by an itinerant swordfish 
“ Any thing you please, my Lord ” sighed 
the young lady, all pink with blushes of 
dcbght 

“ Pray, then, dear Miss Doshpils, patromze 
my perfume,” said he, extending his hand¬ 
kerchief towards her 

“ How very nice cned the delighted 
lady, who, dared she conscientiously have 
given her opinion would have decided that 
either the camhne was scentless, or that her 
nasal organ had lost its power of smell 
“ It IS just like——'* 

“ Exactly' the aroma of the almond- 
blussom stnkes so delicately on the nerves,” 
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** So it does, indeed said she, giving 
another abortive sniff, " pray, Lord Bex- 
hill, what IS it 

** Ah ' that 18 a secret, but I don’t mind 
telling you and Lady Zara’s other friends ” 
Lady Zara winced, staring in some dis¬ 
pleasure, for liliss Doshpils was the daughter 
of a nch city-merchant, but a quick glance 
of Ins eyes restoied her to tho languid indif¬ 
ference of high life All tho ladies, now 
amounting to some ten or twelve, bent their 
heads eagerly forward, while some of them 
whose noses were snubs, or cock^ would 
fain have elongated them for the nonce 
“ I strongly recommend you to my 
chemist’s, and to ask for his—or my—on- 
thosmta ’ 

“ Anthosmia ^ what a very niee name 
“ Oh, it means something about botany ” 
growled the Honourable Miss Peppercorne 
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an old jonng lady, who kept a hortus siccus 
and talked Jussxen and Linnceus, “ some¬ 
thing about the authors, and stamina^ and 
pistils, you know ” 

" Pistols t” cned Miss Doshpils, " there 
lannot be gunpowder in it t” 

“ La, how silly t” said the lady of the 
leaves , I mean the organs of the plant —” 
‘ Assuredly T interrupted Lord Boxhill, 
“ you arc quite nght, Miss Papercutter ” 

‘ Peppercomet my lord 
** Pardon, madam > but I named the es¬ 
sence myself, and at present it is only used 
by one member of the Royal Family, and 
two other fhends It is composed from the 
anthers of twenty choice exotics. Do not 
forgot the name ” 

But you have not told us your chemist’s 
name, my lord ” 

^ Ah true—not a forgetable on^ neither 
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—and yet—let me see—^yes, Hodges, or 
Hodgson, somewhere m the Strand, but 
there is only one chemist of that name, 
though to my certain knowledge there are 
fifty-one Smiths, and all with red hair 

And the ladies sidled off to tell their 
numerous Ihends how fortunate they had 
been in talking to Lord Bexhill, who seldom 
condescendod to talk to anybody but Lady 
Zara He\il, and how cross she looked, and 
how the only fashionable perfume was au- 
thosmia 

And Lady Zara Ncvil is now alone, in 
that elegant boudoir where none dare 
intrude unsummoned 

The sun, as it comes mellowed through 
rose-tinted drapcncs, looks upon a brow of 
regal pnde and beauty , but already have 
late hours, the dissipation of fashion, and 
the wearying inanities of rcvclnes that have 
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long ceased to excito, worked un&vourabl> 
on a countenance once almost unparalleled 
foL fascination and expression. Now, tou, 
there 18 a spint of strife within her , and 
dark frowns chase each other over hei 
brow as bhe glances at the contents of a 
letter, which she had just opened It wav 
fioin Robert Woodforde—and it spoke, in 
one sad stem farewell, the condensed 
anguish of a heart stung to frenzy by the 
puiiidy of a long-loved, but no longer wor¬ 
thy object In that letter there were no 
I cpi Gaelics—^no recriminations—no solicita¬ 
tions ior the future, but there was the 
Christian ihend’s appeal to all the bettor 
feelings of human nature—the Christian 
pastor’s warning to the stubborn offender * 
There was truth—and long it was since 
truth had been palatable to the spoilt hcncss 
of Cotswold > 

VOL II K 
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And does he dare to taunt me 
cncd, while a flush of indignation mantled 
(A or her &cc “ hlcthodistical idiot, whom 
m} girlish follj has rendered insolent 
beware 

The letter was flung into the fire-place, 
tom into a thousand shreds, and then, 
flying to a casket which stood on an orna¬ 
mental table, she tore from its recesses a 
small gold nng, with a simple turquoise 
stone, and a lock of hair With humed 
hands she enclosed them in an enrelope, 
directed the packet, rang the silTer hell 
that lay on her desk, and ordered the at¬ 
tendant who answered it to speed with the 
missi\ c to the post office When she was 
again alone, she stood for some moments in 
silence, with a stony eye that looked 
cruelly on all around her Suddenly the 
casket once more attracted her attention—a 
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icw Withered violets lay within it—she 
seized them and rushed towards the fire¬ 
place—but, as she was about to dash them 
into it, with a sudden revulsion of feeling 
she paused—a softness stole over her 
features—a thaw over the pndo-ice of hei 
world-chilled heart 

* Ko, no She murmured, “ I loved him 
,..I did—I do I Oh, God i oh God i" and 
flinging b(^lf on the floor, the nch, proud 
daughter of Earl Cotswold bedewed the 
faded and unconscious bouquet^ with hot and 
passionate tears ^ 

In another week she became the envied 
bride of Lord BcxbiU 

« 4^ * * 

Little more than a year has passed since 
a wcdding-nng replaced the turquoise that 
ouce decked the finger of Zara She is 
K 3 
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still the oinament of the ball-room, the queen 
of thethe glory of Almacks, hut seldom 
1^ DOW Lord BcxhiU at her side L> he uot her 
husband ^—The scented and cflbiuinate 
hemg who now fills hia place thcie, is a 
loicign Count—an importation fiom Florence, 
—and oh > sweetly as even Mano himself, 
does he slug the love-canzonets of Italy ^ 
edded for her wealth and position only—• 
wedding for the duca! coionct still in pci- 
spcctivc—could ha])pincss smile on a union 
between individuals so worldly as Zara and 
her husband ^ In fact, they looked for none , 
but yet, disappointed in each other, they 
soon kamed to piizc cvciy amusement or 
gaiety that kept them apart Zara’s dispo¬ 
sition—hot, ariogant, and exacting—was 
iintlacd into violence b) the frigid indif- 
teicnce, icsolutc selfishness, and impertur¬ 
bable obstinacy of her husband , who, put 
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into possession of liis wife’s dowiy, had Ilu^/ 
means of gratifying that ostentation and bve 
of lavish expenditure, winch in combiiutiuii 
with hi5 gambling propensities had so deeply 
involved him in debt when it became ncc(.s> 
sary to woo and win an heiress The Duke 
of Birchingtou, his uncle, himself as puui 
as childless, showed no symptoms of speedily 
quitting a world where Ins utility was 
questionable • and for her noble fortune the 
heiress of Cotswold had obtained in ex- 
change a hcartlcbs, sclhali, libcitine liusbaiul 
each day adding to Ins debts nor asistcd 
by any preservative pnnciple or prudential 
motive of his wife’s, to restrain the wanton 
waste and not of their ill-managed house¬ 
hold Demand on demand had disgusted 
the Earl of Cotswold with his son-in-law, 
and refusing all further pecuniary aid, the 
juncture had at length amved when, finding 
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that flight to the continent, or let us call 
it m the argot of fluhion a summer tour 
abroad, was necessary, . nay, imperative, 
Lord Bcxhill, with cliaractenstic heartless- 
ncss, pnvatcly left England for Pans, accom¬ 
panied by a fiivonte iUiiimtse, apprising 
his wife of hia intentions and the state oi 
his affairs only on his amval in Franco 
There was an execution in Lord BexhilTs 
inagniflccnt mansion when his lottei reached 
hci Her father was fortunately m town, 
and hastened person^y to reply to the 
<hort note she had wntten to him He 
found her as no father could wish to find a 
child—neither downcast for post imprudence, 
noi meditating with contemplative fore¬ 
thought on a system of honourable retrench¬ 
ment, but—her spints exhilarated to a 
morbid pitch by an opiate—engaged in flip¬ 
pant discourse with the Ck>nte dai Fion 
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whilst on the appearance of the £ irl, hei 
abuse of her husband became loud and uu- 
feminine 

But where all this time is Robert Woo('~ 
fordo, curate of Cotswold ^ On him fortune 
had shone kindlier than it is wont to do on 
humble merit lie is high in the church, 
aoi has prosperity deducted aught from Ins 
mental worth Matters of moment Iiad 
[nought him to London a few days after the 
flight of Lord Bczhill horn his creditors Iiad 
gained publicity, and he was one momma 
sitting m his apartment, occupied in writing 
to the fair and gentle girl to whom ho was 
now betrothed, when a lady was announced 
In some surpnse, Mr Woodforde awaited hi'' 
unexpected visitant, nor was it at the ilist 
glance that he detected in the personage 
before him, Lady Bexhill In the sudden* 
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iic&s of }us astonishment he adranced warmly 
towaids hci 

“ Zara exclaimed he 
The tone of voice in which the name was 
uttcicd \vas as a key to unlock the yielding 
door of a heart full to insanity of wild 
wishes and erring fancies 

“ Yes, Robert ^ ever dear, ever loved 
Rol)c> t' it IS Zara— your Zara ^ Nay, 
shiiuk not from me ^ my husband has left 
me—has abandoned me^I shall sue for a 
divorce and she spoke with a rapidity ot 
uttciancc that evinced hci determination not 
to be interrupted “ I treated you cruelly 
—arrogantly—but I never loved fnm 1 
have preserved all my jewels—they are of 
imiueuse value—they arc youts'—I am 
> oursonly take me from this country t" 
And she would have flung her arms round 
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Lim, but that, shuddeiing with unfeigned 
disgust, ho foiced her luto a chan 

Wlicn ho looked upon her and tliought (d 
the 2iara of early days, lie could scarcely be- 
heve tliat the superbly apparelled, haughty, 
yet fa<liiig beauty betore biin, was the sauK. 
poison Alas* thcio is no deloimcr liko 
evil passions, idle habits, and caiele'>'‘ 
thoughts* The wildness of heie)cs--i*t 
empliasis (so to speak) ol hei whole le- 
iiicauoui, Hpoke of opiate exulement, .ui i 
the accent with winch All Wuodluidc ii'jw 
repealed the one woid ‘Zara'’ iiiiglii 
have interpreted tlic loathing feelings ot his 
heart to obtuser uimUs than hers 

** Let me see Lady llcxhill more composed, 
lie at length said attci a pause during whn h 
the chilling dignity of his mannei had not 
been without its effect ou her ** Itoui 
Jlad^ship is unwell, you have been agitated, 
K 5 
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pcimit me to conduct you to Earl Cotswold’s 
to your father ” 

Her lips trembled, and her countenance 
became almost livid 

“ Paltcnng hypocrite she cried, “ I did 
not think you would pretend to misundei^ 
stand me thus Hobert Woodfoidc anV 
you tale me 

Lady iicxliill forgets that she is a wife 
and I a mmistei of Iic^n cn " 

*• Then you refuse to protect me ’ 'tis 
well, sir * Ko picachmg, if you please, 
(for she saw ho was about to speak) “ 1 see 
how it IS , and now weie }ou to sue at mv 
feet, I would spit at you 

When Mr Woodfoidc looked up, tor he 
dared not look upon the fair but deseciated 
temple of Haven’s woikmaoship, whence 
such unhallowed words had proceeded, he 
found that he was alone. 
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The next da^s papcis announced Uit 
elopement of the beautiful Lady Boxhillwilh 
the celebrn ted Conte dai Fion ^ 

But our sketch of a lilc, that ended 
<|uickly m forsakeucss on a foreign shore 
wbei e plundered by her meiccnary lo\u li 
nil licr jewels, the once lovtl) Zar*! v 
■soi/od Auth the violent lever fioin ^hich .no 
no\ei recovered, must not be wound up \ itii 
out mention of the Iiappj union ot I’ornnf 
Woodforde with the amiable girl whoi < in 
maturer years and with sanctioning moU\' 
he had learned to love 
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CHAPTER Vm 


ClIAiOES—TI>1E HlfS—AlC ADVEmRE IX 

AV\ 


Akd now for a long stride ovci some yeais 
—leaving, without any Icavc-tiking, tlie 
dCiU haunts of KuLUdghec, the dearer Buc- 
lian battalion, and dearest of all, the kind 
fi lends and faithful comates of that most 
hospitable and brotherly corps—shortly alter 
cut up and dispersed by the new formation 



EOUGH BEIOLLFCTIONS 


205 

of regiments , which sent me with our brave 
Colonel, Goxe, and several others to join tlic 
43rd Bcgt on foreign service at Ilangooii 
Alas ^ alas ^ I love not &rewells, and I would 
lain sliut out the memory of the dead' 
Time flics on, and on ,—a bird that hath 
no resting-place, nor ever furls its wings— 
and yet we stand upon the very bunk of the 
Future, and bid it “ Gome I come tliougli 
the gift it may bear us is death ' Througli 
every vicissitude of joy oi giicf, Time hath 
an equal step Wo sit over the creamy 
wine, we join the dizzy dance, biiglitcjes 
rain lovelooks upon us, we arc courtier^ 
statesmen, soldiers, poets, and ready hand's 
fling garlands at our feet—and then, lo ^ 
wc think Time flics faster than feathered 
shaft from the quiver of the Iroquois Oi, 
on the other hand, we suffer, wc are sick, 
we are compelled to dig the graves of dear 
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ones, we drink of the cup of falsehood, we 
are brankrupts in health and friendship, the 
taint of calumny mildews our names because 
we are poor, and lo ^ then indeed we ac> 
cuso the steps of Time of lagging, and 
account him a sluggard But it is all illu¬ 
sion > Time hath never once changed his 
pace one whit, his cold, steadfast cyo looketh 
unaltered on all the changeful circumstances 
that hath made his progress seem to us as 
changeful os thomsclvcs What careih h 
for the gold that made }esterday short and 
sunny, or for the sordid penuiy that makes 
to-day long and wearisome ^ What careih 
he for the revelry, and the not, and the 
wanton’s mles, and the brawler’s oaths ^ No 
more than he minds the swelling sea or the 
boisterous wind, the Powerful summer or 
the frosty winter ^ 

I have bound myself down to no method. 
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no rcgulanty, in tho detail of these my 
rough and unconnected rambles, so that 1 
may frcely skip from youth to manhood, and 
from age back again to boyhood, without 
dreading any conscientious leproof iiom iny 
own mind and though I now leave my 
friends of the 22nd regiment, 1 may hcic* 
oftoi return to them, should tlio recollection 
of any interesting event connected witli 
them call for recital Meanwhile 1 pass over 
long years the disasters, and denials, and 
diseases of a wearisome and disheartening 
campaign dunng our conflict witli the Bur¬ 
mese a furlough to Euiopc Aftei fifteen 
years’ absence—and a happy voyage bock to 
Madras Tet, let me think Thiough the 
long and pnvation-full Burmese AVai, m 
which I had the good fortune to obtain the 
fnendly notice of our gallant and true Iligh- 
land-hearted Commander, Sir Archibald 
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Cainpl)cll, who successively bestowed upon 
me two lucrative appointments, one 
adventure befell mo which may be narrated 
here without farther prcluumary 

-It was on the 24th of February, 

1826, that at Yandabfi, in the Kingdom of 
Ava, a treaty of peace was ratified between 
the Britisli and the Burmese My healtli, 
which, from the hardshi{>s and exposure at- 
tcudaut on a long and harassing campaign 
in the “ land of the strangti,” had been for 
several months very precarious, icndeied a 
return to the shores of Madras mdispensabk 
and now that pcaui began to wave her oKvi 
boughs over those plains which had fur sc 
long a period witnessed the ruthless conflict * 
of war, I was anxious to rctui u to Rangoon, 
thence to embark for Madras, in search of 
that health for whicli change of scene and 
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situation arc so often tned in vain To pro> 
coed by land a distance of six Imndrcd 
miles was out of the question, ovci-ran as 
the country was by bands of desperate men, 
in whoso eyes the enforced peace, which the 
Tictor-army had rung from ** the Golden 
would have appeared but an iDsti> 
gation to the ciuellest atrocities Tlie nver, 
though not exempt from pirates, presented 
the best means of proceeding, and 1 was 
advi&cd to wait until the dcjiarturc of that 
portion of the troops, which formed what 
was called the watcr>party, should warrant 
my safety But too ill to think sei luu^ly of 
danger, and too anxious to leave a campaign, 
whose only charm that of warfare was 
extinct, 1 refused to delay my voyage, and 
left Yandabu on the 6tb llarcb, in a small 
canoe purchased for the occasion, manned 
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bj hired Burman boatmen, and accompanied 
by two servants and an invalid sepoy 

1 shall never foi;get the bnght beneficent 
beauty of that morning, as, bidding adieu 
to my brothel officers, I stepped into the 
frail and fairy bark which was, I hoped, to 
convey me in safety to Kangoon The banks 
of the Irawaddi, that fine majestic stream 
which pursues its magnificent progrcs<( 
through a most unhappy country even as 
the rays of the sun rest upon the divellings 
of the wretched wcie lined witlt peopled 
soldiers, European and Native sailor^ hig¬ 
gling for fresh fish and vegetables sutlers, 
vending their scanty and ccvctcd stores 
at exorbitant charges, . Burmese, Siamese 
Chinese all were there ^ and on the counten¬ 
ances of the troops the eye could readily 
trace the gleam of pleasure, os anticipations 
of a speedy abandonment of a country 



ROtrOU BEC0LLBCT10^ 9 


211 


Tvhich might in truth bo called ** tho soldier’s 
grave ” flitted across their thoughts 

Above, too, tho sky was os pure and un¬ 
clouded as though the peace, that reigned 
there, was but tho reflection of that which 
dwelt below It was a dehghtful day—and 
I sat under tho wattled canopy of my skiff, 
plunged in that delicious chaos of thought 
which so neariy resembles tho transitory and 
uusatisfactoiy raptures of tho opiuui-eatci 
However, as twihght—hko a fond and 
careful nurse, folding her patient in a dark 
but warm mantlo,—began to wrap all Nature 
in her dim array, the excitement of my 
feelings subsided, and as I gazed around 
me and found myself in my lono and tiny 
barque m the midst of the wide iiver, on 
which not another object was discernible, 
darker thoughts and feelings returned to my 
breast,-—even as camon-birds will flock back 
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at nightfall to their wonted roost > Daikuess 
crept on, slowly, but stcadily,-<-aQd a brisk, 
uncertain breeze spiang from the gatheimg 
clouds It incieascd, stiU increased, until 
I noted that the boatmen would gladly have 
got rid of it, and began to look about for a 
fitting shore near which to moor their vcsael 
The river, winch here must have been ncaily a 
mile bioad, was fuming like an angry thing 
—and as the banks, which we picscutly 
neared, rose bluiT and piccipitous from the 
water’s edge, they showed, in the sheet 
lightning which played capnciously around, 
like the batilemeuts of some Gothic 
fortalicc amidst the gloomy recesses of an 
ancient forest By this time the gale had 
giowu to a storm, and alarm found its way 
to every breast 

The surly sough of the wind,—tho un¬ 
pleasant motion of the canoe, tossed angrily 
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by the surges that whirled up their spray 
msultmgly in our &ces,—the harsh screams 
of the aiTnghtcd water-birds around us,— I 
recollect them all i Suddenly wc struck 
against the bank , in a moment tlio canoo 
was filled with the overpowering element , 
and wet and fnghtened, yet thankful, we 
weic all on shore, and scrambling up from 
the water before wc were (juitc conscious of 
what had happened 

The Tlurmans, however, liad piobably 
suspected such a mishap—if indeed, they 
did not manage to bring it about—for they 
contrived to rescue my few ^ aluablcs, con¬ 
sisting of my wearing apparel, a liquor 
case, and my humble breakfast service, from 
the stranded skiff at the very moment when 
she was swamped, but, on examination, we 
found that she had suffered injury so 
material as to render her totally useless. 
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Our sensations were not very agreeable, but 
lamentation was of no benefit t and m tbc 
daikncss and the gale, which still continued, 
I thought rest the most advisable thing A 
glass of brandy was distnbuted to each person 
—eatables there wero none, except some un¬ 
cooked nee and a little wet biscuit and 
bugar—for our stock of fowls and other pro¬ 
vender had been seized os lawful ** loot 
(booty) by the naiads of the stream So, 
lolhng myself in my boat-cloak—wet as it 
was—I lay down under the shelving sand¬ 
bank , whilst my attendant^ at several 
yards distance, were scattered about—mur- 
munng at our misfortune, accusing ** Nuseeh 
(destiny) of unparalleled animosity, or try¬ 
ing to court the influence of that ** sweet 
restorer” to which I paid my addresses in 
vain The gale died away, I was wet, and 
void, and could not sleep—so I watched the 
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moon mng from her bed of doud^ the 
gradual tranquilization of the waves as thej 
lowered their white crests in the moonlight, 
and listened the while to the casual gusts 
of the abating wind, as it passed through 
the jungle above the bank 1 closed my 
cj os, but strange mysterious apprehensions 
arose thick and black . within me, and a 
warning voice bade me “ not to sleep ” It 
was Presentiment i It was that undcfiuable 
” shadow of coming events t”. Presentiment 
16 the Fetch of Danger ^ 

The night was now bnlhontly clear, but 
the moon that “mistress of the diseased 
mind” shed a ghastly light upon the waters 
It reminded me of the flash of a torch on 
the silvery ornaments of a coffin-lid * There 
were strange noises, too^from the sky came, 
ever and anon, the sudden wail of some 
night’bird, from the earth, in the back- 
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ground, the howl of the wolf and the 
jackall, and from the waters of the Tra^ 
waddi more impressively solemn in that 
lone hour than all the rest was heard the 
frequent and fitful leapings of the por* 
poises, for porpoises are not rare in this 
gigantic river, even at that great distance 
fioTii the sea 

I cannot account foi the singular horror 
mtb which the sound, created by this fishy 
creature in its struggles for fresh air, filled 
me The leap from the waves the long 
ciudiblc gasp it made while sucking in loudly 
the biecze and its abrupt plunge back 
into the stream > That gasp I hear it 
now was like the deep and painful breath* 
mgs of a suffocating man < My Burmese 
Boatmen were whispeiing and muttenng in 
a cornel, aloof from the other servants, and 
1 asked them in their own dialect, as well 
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as I could, the name of the creature which 
had so annoyed me The word " Lebme’* 
was given in reply, and it was the last J 
heard that night 

A dicamincss stole over me, and I was 
tast sinking into foigetfulucss, wlieo a ring¬ 
ing noise in my cars, a stunning blow on my 
head accompanied by a flashing as of 
a hundred doggcis deprived me of all sen¬ 
sation I have an indistinct remembrance 
of hearing a fiightful shriek (it must have 
been m) own) of starting up of seemg a 
dark shape hovciiiig ovci me. of a gleaming 
instrument. but no more ^ 1 remamed in¬ 
sensible for . as I was afterwards told . haif- 
aiihour, and when I came to myself, 1 was 
stretched on the brmk of the river surround¬ 
ed by my Madras attendants, who were 
wailing over me as lost for ever 1 tried to 
nse, but sank down again on the sands , my 

VOL n L 
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6 } cs were blinded with what at first I con¬ 
ceived to he water poured over me to restore 
me it was blood ^ I raised my hand, and 
felt that there was a deep and large wound 
in my head Kccollcction returned with 
m’owing nausea, and I observed that none of 
t!ie Burmese crew wcio with us I was 
soon made aware of how matters stood 
The Burmans, seeing my stock of baggage 
at their mercy, incited hy their indomitable 
love of plunder, and beguiled by tlie gaudy 
glitter of a quecn’s-metal coffee-pot, which 
their cupidity turned into silver, watched 
the opportunity when the} imagined we 
were all asleep, to fulfil the double purpose 
of serving thcmselYCS and gratifying then 
bitter hatred ot the Kukhs (foreigners), who 
had conquered their Emperor and his hosts 
M) Lascar, whilst in a state between sleep¬ 
ing and wakiug, was aroused by the whis- 
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]}criiigs of the boatmen, and his suspicions 
being excited, he resolved on watching then 
inovunents Suddenly he observed the LUi‘ 
thogee, or steeisman,—a gaunt and repulsive 
looking man—arise, and approacli stealthily 
the spot whcie I lay asleep, two of his com- 
ladcs cicpt to a remote comer of our bivouac, 
wiierc the baggage was placed, and near 
which the sick sepoy and Malliapali, my 
maty^ slept After stooping over mo for an 
lusUut, as if to assuic himself of my non- 
vigilance, the Lleihogedy raised Ins arm,— 
and the temfied Lascar then saw that in his 
hand was a ddh^ or large wood-knife A 
blow was given—a cry was heard—and just 
as the stroke, which had been considerably 
impeded by the folds of my cloak, was about 
to be repeated, the Lascar sprang upon the 
assassin, and succeeded in wrestmg the 
weapon from him—though not before his 

L 3 



220 


HOUGH RECOUECTIO'S 


two thumbs were nearly severed fiom his 
hands in the struggle The ahum was now, 
however, general, and the steersman and 
Ins associates—alike baffled —took to flight, 
succeeding m carrying off the paltry spoil for 
which they had so roadil} d} cd their hands 
111 blood, though not without opposition, tor 
the sepoy was also wounded slightly in the 
liead, before he could scire liis bayonet ftly 
Mafij escaped with a few severe blows, for 
he had wrapped himself up in a thick cumly 
(blanket), and when awakened by a blow, 
had wrestled manfully with his particular 
assailant, for, like ourselves, the Burmese 
wcie four in number I may here state, to 
spare a footnote, that on that same day 
sou.e forty miles beyond where we were at¬ 
tacked, Lieutenant Addison of the gallant 
18 th Kegt M N I whilst proceeding up 
the river in charge of Commissanat stores. 
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was shot fioul the loog glass skiiting the 
Irawaddi, and lustantl/ expired I 

What a iiigiit did wc pass there, ou that 
unknown beach ^ 1 had lost a great quantity 
of blood, and was so faint and sick th it I 
la} almost inanimate, until a light wa^ 
stiuck , wlien ilalliap<ih—the unlylialc man 
among us—contnved to staunch the blood 
that continued to well alarm ngly Horn the 
wound, with repeated applic Uions of burnt 
rag lie had also to attoud to the sepoy and 
Lascar—the latter a biavci man tlian the 
formci, though of low caste, whilst the sepoy 
was a Moi hatta 

Day at length dawned welcome day * 
Nc\er more welcome tlnu it wa^ now to us' 
The most distrcsMDg vertigo picvcntid im 
fiom walking without assistance, we tad 
nothing to cat, oui canoe lay rent and use- 
less m the watoi, and ruc«cntly the sun 
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burst forth with a maddening heat Through 
the long, long night we momentarily looked 
for a return of the treacherous canoe-men, 
pciliaps accompanied by others,willing to lend 
them a hand and a knife but though I oven 
suggested to my servants the prudence of 
then leaving me to my £ite, and of trying 
to regain the mom army, some sixty nules 
distant, the faithful fellows would not listen 
to me And now again we had day-light' 
What an interminable day did that seem I 
and with what dread did we look forward to 
the approach of night, another night on that 
inhospitable and perilous coast ? To have 
attempted to penetrate into the country 
would have been madness knowing it to be 
inhabited by those only who would have 
prided and rejoiced in murdering us, perhaps 
with fearful tortuics Our sole resource, 
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tlicn, was the watch for some boats proceed' 
iiig down the nver from Yondabil 

Day began to decline, and hopo with it, 
when lo > the Diana steamer hove m sight— 
like a dove bearing glad tidings A cloth 
was fastened to an oar, and from the steepest 
pait of the bank it was wildly, desperately 
waved, with many ones I crept close to 
our flag of distress, watching the issue ot 
our plan The steamer ncaicd—it was op¬ 
posite—is it not still opiiositc ^ Alas, it 
has passed I 

Night was drawing neai Brown shades 
tinged the inland jungle—the mma’s shiill 
voice sounded louder as it sought its roust— 
painted moths and flics of bright hues dis< 
appeared, while m>iiads of mosquitoes and 
other Dight-msccts buzzed hovering about 
Tlie clusters of the gorgeoas datuias that 
$p*aug piofusely around, looked waa and 
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flaccid m the twilight, while their huge 
blossoms closed their cups m sleep On the 
other hand, the plentiful mirabilis jaUpa 
opened wide it^a bnght ]ake>colourcd petals, 
emitting the richest odours A deep silence 
reigned in our little group, which was at 
length broken by the loud exclamation oi 
the Lascar 

“ 7a, salab, dekko, deMto ' Oh, sir, 
look 1 look I” It was one of the Compan/s 
row-boats ^ Our signals were renewed 
were beheld t A skiH was sent ashore, and 
in it I perceived witli a joy I cannot paint, 
a gentleman 1 had met before, Mr Lind¬ 
quist 

We were taken on board My eyes first 
lested on the thin, attenuated form of a 
lady—a white lady ,—the first white woman 
1 had seen for more than a year ^ She was 
standing on the little deck of the row-boat, 
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leaning on the ami of a sickly-looking gm* 
tleoiau with an intellectual ca'^t ui couutL.i- 
anco—in whom 1 at once iccogniseU tlie 
liusband or the bi other 

Ills dress and bearing pointed him out 
a missionary I liavc said I had nut boln 11 
a white female for many days , and iiu<v 
the soothing accents of female woids Icll 
upon my ears like a household hymn ol Miy 
youth My wound was tendcily dicsscd, 
my head bound uji, and 1 was laid u[i>)n a 
sofa-bed With what a thankful heart did 1 
breathe forth a blessing on those kind 
Samaritans ^ With what delight did I 
drink in the mild, gentle accents of that 
sweet woman’s roicc, as slie pressed me to 
recruit my strength with some of that 
beverage which chccis but not inebriates 
She was seated in a large Amencan swmgiug- 
I. 5 
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chair, in which her slight, emaciated, but 
graceful form, appeared almost ethereal 
Yet, mth much of heaven, there were still 
the breathings of earthly feeling about her, 
for at lier feet rested a babe—a little wan 
babe, on which her eyes often turned with 
all a mother’s love , and gazing frequently 
upon her delicate features, with a fond 
yet fearful glance, was that meek missionary, 
lier husband f Iler face was pale—very 
pale, with that expression of deep and 
serious thought which speaks of the strong 
and vigorous mind within the frail and per¬ 
ishing body, her brown hair was braided 
over a placid and holy brow —but her 
hands—those small lily hands—were quite 
beautiful beautiful they were, and very 
wan—for ah t they told of consuming dis¬ 
ease—of death -^eath in all its transparent 
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gracC) when the sickly blood shines through 
the clear skin, even as the bright poison 
lights up the Ycuctian glass which it is 
about to shatter t That lady was Mrs. 
JuDsov, wliosG long captivity and severe 
hardships among the Burmese have since 
been detailed in her published journals 
I remained two days with them , two 
delightful days they were to me, in spite 
of ])h}8ical weakness and considerable pain 
Mrs Judson’s powers of conversation were 
of the first order, and the many affecting 
anecdotes which she gave us of their long 
and cruel bondage . their struggles in the 
cause of religion . and their adventures 
during a long residence at the court of Ava 
gained a heightened interest Bom the beau¬ 
tiful, energetic simplicity of her language, 
as well as from the certainty I felt that so 
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fragile a Uovrcr as she in verj truth was 
had but a brief season to linger on earth > 
Why IS it that we gneve to think of the 
approaching death of the young, the virtu¬ 
ous, the reody ^ Alas ' it is the selfishness 
of human nature, that would keep to itself 
the purest aud sweetest gifts of Heaven to 
eucountei the blasts and bbghts of a world 
where wo see them, rather than that they 
should be transplanted to happier regions, 
wh& 0 we see them not ' 

When 1 left tlie kmd Judsons, T • d so 
with regret When I looked my last on 
her mild, worn countenance, as sho issued 
some instructioob to my new set of boatmen 
(for 1 had procured a fresh canoe, manned 
by Pegueso), 1 felt my eyes fill with pro¬ 
phetic tears They were not perceived we 
parted, and we never met again , nor is it 
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likely that tho wounded subaltern was cvei 
again thought of by those who had succoured 
him' 

The kind attention which the ariiinble mi6 
'lonanc.. Itad paid to my wound was not 
suflicicnt t' prevent it hoin getting more 
troublesome as time passed on They bad 
.onfincd then trcameiit to simply washing 
and dressing u bui the injuiy needed 
)>i/idoi nuii^mg, and cre I reached 8 station 
w I uc a medical man was to he found, my 
he .v> had swollen to an cnomioub size, and 
my senses had begun to wander Thu piobc 
ot kho surgeon of the 12th M N Infantiy 
effected wonders he declared the bone 
merely slightly grazed, and my mind wa^ 
at ease 

Mrs. Judson and her child died soon 
after the cessation of hostilities llcr bus- 
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band married again, and is, I believe, stiU 
alive I had the pleasure of meeting Mr 
Lindquist^ at Weymouth, where ho is now 
settled, m 1842, and of reminding him of 
the scenes I have here described 
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CHAPTER XI 


VELLORE, ITS HILLS AND ALLIOVTORS—A CORE 
FOR SVAEE BITE 0U03T>ST0R1ES J\UE8 
CHARLES SALMON 


Sl^CE mj return £rom England, I had not, as 
yet, provided myself with a horse, and 
though the Iceep of a palanquin was indis¬ 
pensable, seemg that soon after my arrival at 
Madras, m 1835, I was despatched to 7cl- 
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loro, 88 miles distant, on Court Martial duty , 
I was in other respects obliged to cconumise 
most cgregioubly for, though I had been 
Mime years a captain, I was, m military pai- 
lance, desperately ha}d up To tell Iho 
truth, 1 have never been anything else smci 
I remember < 

M) regiment was in a remote part oi the 
couiitiy, and though the inhabitants of Vel¬ 
lore were most hospitable, I conlined inj 
pleasures pictty much to the petty home- 
comforts to be found in an almost unlur- 
mshed, poking, little bungalo, hired fui the 
occasion—the diverMon of reading—and 
daily long walks The kindness of Cap¬ 
tain M oi the Commissariat often in¬ 
deed tempted mo to spend the evenings 
with him His biother, one of my 
earliest and dearest friends m the Buchan 
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battalioD) was tlio brave and gallant o&cer 
who commanded the Bodj-guard in atten¬ 
dance on Sir Thomas Munro, when that wise 
and beloved Governor expired of Cholera 
near Goottj, in 1826 Maclcod, seized 
almost immediately after the death of his 
revered friend and commander witii the same 
fatal malady with his last dying words 
summomiig hia brave Grenadier company 
(tliat of the 43id Rcgt AI N 1) took a 
solemn faicwcll of them, and requested them 
to convoy and lay his body beside that of the 
Governor Uis request was attended to ^ and 
proud, in my sorrow for his death, was 1.. 
who had been his subaltern to succeed so 
brave an officer and so generous a man in 
the command of that Grenadier corii[)auy,— 
to which after-days, as well as previous ex¬ 
perience of its merits during the Burmese 
war, made me attached by no sbght or tnvial 
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bDiids of affection That regiment is indeed 
m a bad condition, the olEccrs of wfuch tiy 
not to like and to bo liked by their men < 
This remark applies more particularly to the 
Native Infantry, than to any othei cla^s ut 
soldiery The above anecdoto of Captain 
Mockod’s last moments is stated linefly in 
Gleig’s “ Life of Sir Thomas Alunio ” 

Captain M aroused me early, one iiioimu^', 
to fulfil a promise he had matlc of being niy 
escort to tho hill-fort of Vellore, to which 
hitherto 1 had not ascended To the foot ul 
tho hill, or rather piccipitous mountain, we 
explored oui way through a\eniics, lanc'« 
and paths, rife in and redolent of such inJu>- 
putablc filth as can scarce!) be iccogaiz^blc 
anywhere save in the purheus of an East In¬ 
dian town I found the ascent, though only 
five hundred feet, far more dilficult than 1 
had conjectured , and in some places so '»toep 
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leading over perpendicular ledges of slippery 
stone, that being a most inexpert cragsman 
1 would imn have retreated wero it not for 
shame Assuredly, I would not have rc> 
turned by the same no-track fur a king’s ran- 
soin, convinced os I was that some ghool-i- 
beraban —some demon of the waste—would 
have tempted me to plunge below It is a 
sensation to which 1 have always been sub¬ 
ject, this singular horror of appioaching the 
verge of any height—a honor tliat anon 
grows into a strange cravmg to iling onc’seU 
into the very abyss which it appals liuii to 
gaze at ^ 

The hill was almost entirely destitute ot 
herbage, some coarse spear-grass, an occa¬ 
sional bush of the tetrandf a, and a 

few scraggy thorns, were all the plants 1 
could see on it There was a Native oiBccr’s 
guard at the small iort on the summit, where 
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liib charge cunsists of somo arsenal stores, 
and a few solitary cells, which we found liter¬ 
ally so, for they wcie unoccupied There 
was a bungalow, too, m a state of i apid dila- 
])idatiou—but to wlucli idlcis occasionally 
resorted for pic-nic pleasantries Tha Native 
officer told us tliat when the long rank grass 
which filled the intcrioi of the fort ilice, was 
in its piinio (it being then bunit uji), it 
haibouicd an immense supply of snakes 
More than one sepoy had died iKiin their 
biteb, and, by way ol addenda to this, and 
othcL mention I have ni vdo of the viperine 
blood, I shall hcic note down for the benefit 
of all whom it ina^ coiicein (may Allah 
make them seal cel), the veiy best means to 
be lesoitcd to in the event of buako-bite — 
“ The wound, as soon as made, should be 
“ st^ucc^cd hard and sucked, isolate it by 
“ cutting a sf^uai e inch and a half, thou di- 
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** vide the CGUtic luto small bquarca , rub it 
‘ well with lime-juice and salt, then apply 
* a warm poultico of salt and pulp of lime , 

“ give warm punch, a gill of rum and half a 
“ ditto of lime juito every quarter of an 
“ hour till intoxication and sleep ensue The 
sole will lical by simple ointment” G 
Me Dermjot, suigcon to the Forces at St 
Lucia, treated thirty soldiers bitten by ve¬ 
nomous serpents in this way, and only one 
died A pair of very loose canvas trousers, 
such as arc worn by sailors, with sliding 
strings at the bottom to draw close over 
boots, or leather gaiters, are strongly recom¬ 
mended for the use of all jungle pedestrians 
1 have found serpents strike at such with 
impunity 

But to return to the hiU-fort we were 
pointed out a bowry of dno water, near to 
which the forces of Hyder All attempted to 
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storm the fort b) breach and escalade Man> 
of them got over the wall, but were received 
by our troops ou the points of then bayonets, 
and plunged into the bowry beneath, whicli 
Uiis with difhculty cleansed from the dead 
bodies tliat for many days polluted and 
cliokcd up itb waters 

AVe saw numbers of pretty singing-bn ds 
of a bright black, with a few white feathers 
in their tails They were not unlike the 
m%na, but smaller, and endowed with a very 
sweet note The Jemadar called them 
Hoossatnee-lce-p^dda^* and asserted the) 
could be taught to speak bettor than a 
parrot, adding that it was one of those 
identical birds of which the Moslem tradition 
s|)eaks, as having led Iloossam, when lost m 
the intricacies of a forest and dying of 
thirst, to a fountain of pure water 

Some da} s after this excursion, M pre* 
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vailed upon tre to attempt a similar one to a 
jicak, higher cousidcraLly than tliat on which 
the foit stands , and on which is (or was) a 
rockiug-^stone, for there it is, but rocks no 
more—having been displaced, 1 suppose, 
by some wind-gust The path was steep 
euuugh, and rugged enough, but not so 
precipitous as the other, there was also 
grass and weeds to liuld on by, and a 
palmci’b staff was provided The scene 
fiom tlie tup was grand twilight had began 
to wrap its sudden mantle over the earth, 
and the mydaun —the town and fort of 
Vellore, lying at the foot of the chain of stu¬ 
pendous ghauts—assumed an indistinct ap¬ 
pearance, almost spectral Xeai us, but di¬ 
vided from us by a deep gloomy raving 
towered the small hill-fort, the seen e of our 
former visit On an opposite peak, huge 
fires were burning, and farther on—like 



240 


Roron nrcoLLicTioNS 


gauzj^ shrouds earned by invisible bauds— 
mists x\cre flickering amongst the hills 
Before began our descent, it was nearly 
dark—and cie we had made half way 
down we wcic msliing fora moon, having 
missed our track M was, however, a brave 
and expcncDccd guide, and we regained it 
ere long, after passing down—I know not 
how—tlio face of an abiupt declivity over 
masses of rock, and luggcdncsses of all sorts 
and sizes—m short, x regular mavvais pas ' 
M aftciwards averred, that had I seen it by 
da} light, 1 would not have dared to overcome 
it 

The laige fort of Vellore is surrounded by 
a deep moat, the liquid treasures of which 
aie plenteously ennehed by alligators. Not 
long before, a Sepoy passing over tbo small 
drawbridge which loads into tbo fort through 
a sail} port, with a child in his arms, stum* 
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l)lc(], and fell into the moat Amongst the 
numbers who witnessed the accident, there 
w.is rone daring enough to risk life in the 
attempt to save them, but fortunately, as 
almost all the natives con, the man could 
swim expertly Uo struck out lustily, and 
iiad regained possession of the child, which 
had been separated from him in the fall, 
when a huge and bloated alligator, snorting 
and snoring through the water, advanced 
towards him A ciy of dismay arose from 
the spectators, luckily the swimmer was 
unconscious of the approaching foe, or, panic 
struck, his exertions might have been para- 
lysed Another instant and the creature 
would have been upon him, but he is close 
to the edge of the steps that lead from the 
moat—hands are stretched towards him— 
and at the veiy moment when the jaws of 

u 


VOI u 



BOTTOH BECOUSCnOHS. 


242 

the monster haTo grazed bis heel, he is safe 
en the steps —he and Ats child ' 

Dunng mj morning rambles round the 
foit—m which the Rajah of Cooig was 
then a captive—I had frequently noticed an 
old woman, with a basket on her arm, whence 
she kept chuebng up into the air something 
of an eatable nature, which was in most in¬ 
stances snapped up before it reached the 
ground by^flocks of Brahminy kites, which fol¬ 
lowed her whore ever she went, hovering 
over her head I found on ezammation that 
what she kept throwing so lavishly about 
were meat-balls, and as she proceeded on 
her way—her long wliite hair scattered about 
her naked shoulders and withered bust .. 
while in shrill accents she shouted out to the 
ravenous birds—“ Approach and be fed, m 
the name of Han she looked a living em¬ 
blem of Hindu bigotry I afterwards learnt 
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that she was ono of tho nehest and most no¬ 
ted fanatics among the Brahmin sect at Yellore 
Sitting in the verandah of the hot, little 
paltiy bungalow which was my temporary 
abode, I was one evening joined by two old 
acquaintances and as many new ones , and 
while we sat discussing a little cool claret, 
peculiarly refreshmg in the sultriness of the 
season, our conversation gradually formed 
itself into a scries of short anecdotes, having 
certain superstitious features connected with 
tlie dead as their bases 


“ I am the farthest thing m the world 
trom being superstitious,” said Ives, a 
straight-forward, frank young fellow,—“ and 
yet not an inch nearer scepticism but there 
arc certainly events—men call them “ strange 
coincidences ”—that occasionally occur, 
which might startle tho most obstinate 
doubter in the possibility of spectral appear- 
H 3 
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anccs intu belief of tbcir ctistence We baye 
so mary stones of this nature on record, 
from the very first autbontics, that to repeat 
them oJ nauseam would be a superfluous 
act of inutility On such subjects every 
man is guided wholly by his own idiosyn* 
ciacy , the negatives or alhrmativcs, the 
pros and cousof others go for nothing, and 
a single instant e—a one fact—may send him 
forth into the woild au advocate in the be¬ 
lief of the existence of apptiritions or the 
staunch denier of them Of all the well- 
authenticated ghost-stones 1 am acquainted 
with, none has served more to shake my 
uubchef in such matteis than the following 
striiiige circumstance which occurred to my 
father, and is stnctly true lie was one 
niglit seated in the parlour quite alone , it 
might be near twelve o’clock, for he had a 
recollection of having heard eleven 8tnk<^ 
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when all at once the door i\a5 opened, and 
a funeral procession complete in all its ad¬ 
juncts and paraphernalia entered the room, 
which was largo and lofty The funeral bier 
with Its sable draper) the train of moumcis, 
all moving slowly along and in perfect si¬ 
lence all were tlicie, yet they did not 
Boem to crowd upon each other The visionary 
crew passed thiough the chamber with sad 
and solemn movements but with soundless 
steps, as bciits the dead of so dreary a 
pageant, and disappeared out at the open 
window, which was one that reached from 
ccibng to floor lie was awed struck mo¬ 
tionless but he was wide awake, and the 
illusion if illusion it were was at least 
not one arising in sleep Ne^t morning he 
icccivcd authentic intelligence of the death 
of his brother ” 


“ A strange optical delusion cned El- 
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Win, an elderly subaltern , “ but I think I 
can add something quite as strange My 
mother had retired to bed one night, and 
awakenmg up from her first sleep, beheld 
with horror a figure dressed in the hahtlt- 
merits of the grave, standmg, fully defined 
by the moonshine which enlightened the 
whole room, at the foot of the bed > Of 
my motlier’s feehngs and fears I shall say 
nothing, she was, at all events, convinced 
of the actual presence of an apparition, en¬ 
veloped in a shroud On the following day 
the accounts reached her of her father’s sud¬ 
den decease ” 

" Can such things be, 

To overcome na hke a summer cloud, 
Without our special wonder T 

Exclaimed I, quoting Shakspeare the Un- 
dymg 
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“ I have uol. a regiilai gliost-stoiy to tell/ 
caid Berwick, “ but .is a trait of supcrstiliou 
tike the Mowing Magpies are, as }oti 
know, accounted birds of evil omen, ami, 
when seen to paii near a bouse under wbo^c 
loof there is sickness, death, be assured, is 
not fai off They snuil tlic picparing corse 
Kaveus—some say dogs, and sailors say 
shaiks—have the *>amc powci of smell, but 
i]i> anecdote pertains to tho magpie Oci< 
tain it IS, that wlicn my eldest brother was 
on his death bed, two magpies came and 
jieiched upon tho ledge of the window of the 
apaitmcnt m winch he lay l^Iy father 
would have discharged his fowbug-piccc at 
them, but the noise might have disturbed 
the dying, and he was prevented —twice I 
drove them away, and twice they returned 
Soon afterwards my grandmother fell sick, 
and again two mag|)ies—they seemed the 
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identical birds—were seen at her easement 
her decease followed in a few hours ]!fot 
long afterwards, a cousin of ours one of 
the numerous and ineTitable Mrs Smiths 
was ill f and on one occasion I was sent to 
her mansion on a mission of inquiry as to 
the state of her health As I approached 
the house, two magpies, exactly under the 
window of her bcd>room, met my sight I 
entered the house, and in five minutes there¬ 
after my cousin Mrs Smith was dead 
“ ily story,” cned Cameron, is as true 
as holy wnt My mother, dunng her at¬ 
tendance at Court in the year 17—, was one 
day alarmed by a loud ciosh in the anti- 
clianibcr on examination, nobody was found 
there, noi was there anything to be seen 
that could have occasioned such a noise 
On that very day, and at that very hour, 
my lather fell m action ” 
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‘ Wliat I am going to relate,” said George 
Barnes, a smart little cadet newly posted, 
and in the full flush of green grilBiihood and 
a scarlet jacket “ does not refer to my own 
kith or kin , but it has been given to me os 
I give It to you for truth John Phillips 
was a hole, healthr* and sober gardenci iieai 
Hastings, wbcic I remember having courted 
his acquaintance when I was a bo\, for the 
* beiim yeux,* not of his daughters but ot 
Ills dahlias lie was one night in bod, un¬ 
able to sleep from a violent toothache, when 
suddenly lus eyes encountered an olyoct that 
filled him with terror and awe In the mid¬ 
dle of the floor stood a coffin , and staring 
at it with looks of almost frenzy, lie read 
on the plate the name of 


“ Jonv Phillips, 
Aokd 41 ” 
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** Cold at heart with very fear, he fell 
back on his pillow, and all but fainted 
When he had agun courage to look up, the 
Vision had passed away , but the impression 
it left upon his mind was in^aceable He 
was an unmamed man, but had brothers 
and sisters, and, dearer than all, a be> 
trothed imc, whose hand should soon be his, 
but thmr words of encouragement, when he 
told them what had happened, . the reason¬ 
ings of the dorgyman of his parish of the 
medical man to whenn he had related the fact, 
were urged in vain to shake the assurance he 
entertained of the rcahty oi the vision. He 
was within a few weeks of attaining the age 
that was marked on the coffin-plate^ and he 
firmly believed that he would not outhve 
that day Nor did he ”* 

* On this slight anecdote Mim Elizabeth Youaii, 
author of “ The Pneo of Fame," has composed one 
of those exquisite ekolches that are ddee admirable 
or tbeir pa^oe and morality 
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A pause succeeded this singular anecdote, 
tor 1 had no ghost-storj to tell, but promised 
to read them a talc I liad drawn up in which 
I had mingled fact with hction, on the foU 
lowing evening Elwin insisted that the 
scene should be changed from mine^ to his 
quarters, and, nothing loth, we parted 
But though 1 had then no ghost-story to tell, 
some years afterwards it would have been m 
my power to narrate an event—whether >i* 
Sion, dream, or optical delusion, I cannot 
say—which befell me, and which to this 
day perplexes me 1 had left, in bad health, 
my regiment, and parted from my dearest 
friend m it, fourteen da} s before, when, 
one day, after a long run in my palanquin, 
1 received the accounts of his death by a 
sudden and severe illness Future mvesti- 
gation led to surmises of bis having fallen a 
vicUm to the jealousy of a Mahomedan girl. 
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bj poisun , and I ani the more inclined to 
believe thot so it was, from having heard 
Irom lus own lips, sonic months before, m 
conlidoncc, that sho Iiad attempted his bfe 
111 a ht of jealous fury A noble, gcneious 
creature, wert thou, dear Salmon, the only 
son and solace of thy jioor mother * 

Janies Chailes Salmon was the son ot the 
cclebiatcd songstiess of that name a lady 
whose talent and fobcinatiou still hvc in the 
incinoiy of many, and wliosc fame sliall ever 
stand conspicuous among the fust in the loll 
of British singcis A year after her sun's 
death, I wept with ilrs S<ilmon—then 
Uiudo, lor slio married a second time and 
was again a widow—over the early late of 
my fiicndi And ohi dark sorrow was at 
ni\ hcait to think that s/n?—that still beau* 
litul ladj—w.is doomed to an age of destitu¬ 
tion and hardship A severe illness had for 
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ever destroyed tho rich oigau that jnoducod 
•tucli harmonies, and i)ovcrty with many 
})i ivatious hath fallen upon her' James 
was a brave and excellent ofHcer, hi<> mill- 
taiy attainments, lus qualifications .is a lin¬ 
guist, omineutly fitted linn foi the staiT-ap- 
pointniont of Adjutant, which he ictamediu 
tho 43rd Kativo Infantry , and by the men 
he was regarded with an affection little short 
of idolatry Ujion tlio 4th of Fcbiuary, 
1533, he embraced me fondly at paiting 
with a “dear, dear Rob, tell niy Mammy that 
ril soon go home to see her And on the 
16th of the same month ho died ' But let 
me, from my journal of the day after tidings 
of his death reached me, trace what is there 
written —“ I went to bed last night, wishing 
that I might dream cf Salmon, and I did 
dieam of him, and that so vividly that I 
question whether it was a dream I saw him 
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seated beside my bed, from which however 
ho was separated bj a tabic, he was looking 
upon me with a wistful and senous intent¬ 
ness , there was no smil^ but neither was 
there any sternness—all was sweet I remem¬ 
bered that ho was dead , and, as clasping 
my hands together, 1 stretched them towards 
him, saying—* oh, Salmon, is it indeed you^’ 
ho answered—am come to bid you 
good bye I then gazed at bm for some 
time—as I firmly believe wido awake—till 
gradually, slowly, as a cloud disappears from 
the heaven^ he melted away mto air So 
very gradual was his vanishmg, that 1 could 
mark his features waxing dimmm: and dim¬ 
mer—^yet not retiring to a distance, for he 
did not move, until all was vacancy I was 
half sittmg up, half lying on my pillow, in 
the position 1 have desenbed—resting on my 
Tight elbow, with my bands daspod togetheiv 
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and gazing from the bed If I had slept— 
which I solemnly dedare I do not think 1 
did—it was thus I awoke When all was 
over, a sort of momentary awe came over me 
Had the dead been with me, or was it indeed 
a sweet vision ?” 
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CHAPTER X 


OLD >\OMEy, No 4 K\TUUR NAV ttF\G«, 0« 

KATE Of THE HEATn A niGHLAXD «KFT(n 


AfTbR \vc liad sat some time at Elwm’s dis* 
uussiug the o» dU^ of the day, I wab i tiled 
upou to fulfil my promise, and began wuhout 
delay the following story — 

-It was morning. May morning, m one 
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of the bleakest nooks of northern S cotUnd 
where the hawthorn buds later, and the gorsc 
gathers its golden glories blowlier, than those 
sweet ushers of summer are clscwlicre wont 
to tlo But the season had been projntious, 
Spnng had wept itself away in gentle show- 
ers, and the countiywos biightcning under 
tlic influence of fine weather The lonely 
Manse of Aidersier, situated on apciiiusulai 
cliff of Inverness-shire, looked not upon a 
scene wholly divested of beauty , though, to 
eyes acquainted witii ncher shows of natuie, 
it might have appeared homely and bairoii, 
and the young graceful giil of some se\ ciitccn 
years, who stood that May morning on the 
green hill behind the [)arsunago, hei lung 
golden hair disporting in the fresh hi c/c, her 
sweet face, pale but healthful, slc 4 >cd in 
smiles that were but the sliadows flung by 
her heart’s sunshme^ deemed that no w here 
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else could nature display sccociy moic en¬ 
chanting than that which met hex gaze 
Before her, down at hei feet, and it 
might be a mile distant, rolled the salt sea 
Rater of the Moray Fnth , the ocean—that 
elemental bcautiher which has the power of 
imparting dignity and grace to the most 
desolate and lugged scene—lay full in view 
for miles before her The lutei mediate 
space consisted of a tract, extending for 
nearly six miles to the town of Naim, com¬ 
posed of heaths, furze, sandhills, and occa¬ 
sional patches of cultivation—meagre crops 
of tare, rye, oats, and potatoes lieio and 
thoie rose the black turf-built huts of the 
cottars, and now and then the landscape 
was diversified by a stretch of bog-moss oi 
a shallow loch of dark blown water, but 
beyond thTMoray Fnth, the towenng rocks 
of Ross-shire and Cromarty, covered in parts 



BOliOH BECOLIECTIORS 2^9 

iTith pine, fir, and larcb, loomed grandly 
through the dispersing mists of morumg, 
vhiie Ben Wyyis, a giant among mountains, 
crowned with eternal snow^ overtopped 
them all To the left of where she stood, 
and two miles distant, at the base of tho 
ndgo of hills from which they were separated 
by a wide common, rose the warlike bastions 
oi Fort George , flanked on three sides by 
the ocean, and guarding the ferried mouth 
of the Highlands of InTerness-shirc At 
the time of which we write, this peninsula 
garrison was not only a model fortress, but 
complete m its military equipment of a regi' 
ment of soldiers, with artillery, &c 

The sea was calm as for as slic couhl 
discern—and pretty Gracy Gordon’s eyes 
were as quick*8ighted as they were bright— 
she beheld fishing boats scudding along the 
coast All at once, fiiogmg herself down 
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bc&ide a clump of late primrose?, the young 
girh throwing back her redundant hair, 
dipped her fair face into the dew-heavy 
leaver and, with both her small delicate 
hands, lifting the sparkling moisture, began 
to bathe her cheeks and forehead—laughing 
all the while, and talking to herself for com* 
panionship , while above her, irighted fiom 
its nest among the wild anemones, whirled 
up and up into the sky a laik,—marvelling, 
no doubt, in its tiny heart, wliat our heroine 
was a-doing 

“ Well, now,” said Gracy—and her voice 
was of so sweet a sound tliat the Uik already 
seemed to meditate a fearless descent—“ I 
shall be fieckle-fiec all the year through, if 
Kathur nan Reagh is to be credited , but I 
most get up with the sun, all this bonny 
moon of Alay, and wash my face m its dew 
and so win a dowry of beauty, the only 
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portion Gracy Gordon will ever have—she 
have that itself,” added she, after a slight 
hesitation, occa^^ioned by the half-avowed 
belief m her charms which her words im¬ 
plied “ I wisli he were promoted,” cned 
she , “ for I am sure he loves meand her 
6} cs were turned towards the gloomy>lookiog 
'ortress, as if by looking at it she could 
wile beyond its walls the unconscious sub¬ 
ject of her thoughts “ But,” tonimued 
she, “ I promised to gather a nosegay of 
wild flowers for my sleepy cousin, and then 
iiome to breakfast, and prepare our Belton 
bannocks” 

And what is a Beltan bannock ^ 

In the d.i}s of yore, then, dear reader, 
it was the custom in the Higldands of Scot¬ 
land, for the peasantry of each parish, or 
district, to assemble on the first day of May, 
at an appointed spot, where a huge fire-iu the 
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Gaelic language called Bd Te%n^ or, as it 
has been translated, tbe “ fire of Baal ” 
was kindled , round this burning pile much 
noisy levelry and hilantj prevailed , and an 
enormous bannock, or cake, composed of 
oatmeal, milk, butter, and eggs, was pro¬ 
duced by each individual—eveiy cake being 
decorated with nine several glazed knobs 
raised on the surface, and intended as vo¬ 
tive ofienngs to the adversary powers, 
natural and supernatural, whose ire they 
were meant to deprecate With their feces 
towards the fire, tbe assembled crowd broke 
off tbe knobs of their several cakes, one by 
one, flinging them adroitly over the shoulder, 
and each exclaiming whatever adjuration 
pleased him such as—“ This I give to 
thee , preserve thou my sheep I”—“ This I 
give to thee, save thou my red cow 1” 
When, III tins manner, the round of their 
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supernatural prescrrers had been exhausted, 
the real destroyers of theu* property were 
propitiated as follows —“1 give this to 
thee, 0' small-pox ^ spare thou my children 
—** I give this to thee, 01 fox 1 spare thou 
my fowls —This to thee, 0 ^ frost • spare 
my early barley I" and when the oblation 
was completed, the nteH)bscrvor8 sat down 
lound the fire, and consumed the 
remainder of their cakes, spiritualizing 
the superstitious process by many potations 
of whiskey But at the more civilized 
period of which we write, the thing had 
degenerated into a holiday pastime for the 
young only , and the simple festival of fire 
had in it little of superstitious dread or 
Bacchanalian wassailry 

Gracy Gordon was the only child of the 
widowed minister of Ardcrsier—a quiet, 
dreamy old man, absorbed in his parochial 
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duties, his hooks, aud his roTcnes, just one 
of those pastors ** de la vtetlle roc1i£” who, 
without an intention of being lax in their 
practical piety, become from indolence and 
unonquinngness of disiiosition, the least 
fitted m the world to rear up young 
daughters, or to control refractory pansh- 
louers Fortunately, the good folks of 
Ardersicr wete good folks, in the main , a 
poor, hard-working, honest race and if the 
proximity of the garrison of Fort George 
led to occasional outbreaks of those passions 
which seem to be the produce of man en 
masse, those occasions were few and far 
between, A sister, younger and more 
vigorous than himself, a widow with one 
daughter, (the favountc friend and com¬ 
panion of her cousin) conducted his house¬ 
hold, and under the maternal care and 
prudent management of Mrs Graham, 
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Gracj had grown up, not only a pretty, but 
a good, and welheducatcd girl, acaicely loss 
dear to her aunt than that excellent woman’s 
homely but kind-hearted cliild 

But lo < the Belton bannocks arc baked , 
and accompanied by her cousin, Marccly 
Graham, Qracy set out for the solitary spot 
which had been pitched upon as the scene of 
^hoir intended orgies It w<is almost mid¬ 
day ere these two happy, guileless, High¬ 
land lassies left the manse fur the sea-shore, 
near which, in a small clump of fir trees, 
exalted to a wood by the peasantry of that 
treeless coast, they proposed to light their 
Baal-flre—fearful and ominous name for 


that simple holocaust, at which lucantations 
so innocent were about to be performed ' 
As they descended the steep brae which we 


have already spoken of, inhaling the rich 


fragrance wafted upwards to 


meet them from 


VOL II 


IT 



266 


BOUGH BFCOLLECTIONS 


the trart of heath and whuis—all purple and 
gold—at their feet, their 3 'oung hearts heat 
] 0 }ousl} , a feeling almost akm to mtoxi* 
cation fastened on their senses—the sinless 
iiitoM&itiun caused by an acutd relish of 
external uatuie but they had barely crossed 
the road whii h ran at the bottom of the hill, 
when, suddenly starting up from behind a 
wa} 'Side bush, a stout, gaunt, ill-lookiiig 
man, arrayed in tho motley gaimcnts of 
povciiy, stood bcfoic them 

‘Your chanty, }oung ladies,” said he, 
grullly, and in a tone rather of demand than 
supplication 

The speaker spoke not in the accent 0 
the Highlander, he nos a dark, strong-built, 
fierce-looking niau, filthily clad, and bearing 
not so much the appearance of pitiable dis¬ 
tress as of reckless vice and hardened guilt 

Marccly Graham, startled by the unex- 
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poclednc's of the appeal, uttcicd a shoittjy 
and daited away, telling hci kinswoin in to 
follow , but there was that in Giace Goidon’'- 
natuiG which taught hei to coiitial tlic 
dlarni '■he felt, and she stopped, at once, close 
to the man, looking up into his I k e tahnly, 
but with a chill that <%ut her blond to cuidlc 
lound hci hcait 

“ 1 have no mono} with me, good man 
said she, 'Miutyou shaU luve inU ul tins 
cakeand she began to open thr basket 
wbicli hung fiom her aim 
“ No no,” cried ilarcely, "luic is six¬ 
pence To break the Ihltaii bau?io(k lierc 
would be unlucky Take thi> / and slic 
gave the man the coin 

“lam hungry,” glow led he, “and hci c 
arc no baker’s shops ” 

“Go up that hill," said the te nhed pal, 
“not a couple of hundred yaidstlieuc" stands 

> 3 
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the house of the minister of the parish , say 
that I—Groce Gordon ^seut yoUf and you 
shall have food ” 

The man scowled a thankless reply* glared 

greedily hrst at the bobket, and then at the 
cai-nngs of plain gold with which the cou> 

sms were adoincd* and wound slowly but 
bturdily up the sheep-track But it was 
some time ere our disturbed damsels reco¬ 
vered their lost buoyancy of <:pirits, and 
not until they had placed a good half mile 
between them and the high road, and were 
bounding and skipping among tbc pathless 
but clastic heather at every step jostling 
up a sweet scent from a flowci, or a brooding 
bird from her nest—did they quite overcome 
tlie terror of their encounter with the South¬ 
ron beggar 

A full hour spent they in sauntering up 
and down, gambolling here and there, for 
they had a long day before them, and it was 
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sweet to take advantage of ovcr^ mossy hil¬ 
lock that tempted them to couch down 
among its pillowy luxury of verdure, and 
while they stooped, ever and auon, to gather 
now an orchis, now a sundew, and now a long 
streamer of the fantastic fox-tail gra«><i, it 
was delightful to chat about all those simple 
topics that fill the thoughts of the young, 
the pure^ and the sanguine It was only at 
such moments that Gracy confessed to her 
cousin how much she admired the handsome 
young ensign, whose mother liad been the 
early fhond of hers , and in return siio would 
listen to Marccly’s avowal of affection for 
frank John Hamilton, the well-doing younL' 
tacksman of the HiUhcad farm Hotli the 
girls were fond of readmg, and there was a 
vein of poetic feeling in the mind of Grace, 
which, although her cousm could not wholl} 
comprehend, she yet sympathised with, and 
loved to elicit 
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At length the bound of the sea comes 
louder to their cars, and they arc in Leitch- 
iicld wood Taking from her arm the little 
haskt b that contained their olfcring, Gracy 
busied herself in collecting materials to form 
a fire—sticks, and fiagmcuts of timber 
dultcd ashore, and fircones, aud witheicd 
furro ^^hllc btarccly ran at a quick pace to 
the but of an old woman, which lay at a 
Jiort distance off, surrounded by its patch of 
potatoes, kail, and gooseberry bushes, to 
borrow a bit of kindled turf, or jxtat Soon 
VI as tlio pile set a-blazc, and a strange pic- 
tuie might a clever artist have worked out 
of the scene before liim —had it been before 
hill), as it IS before our mind's c^c now on 
that May-day, in the Highlands of Scotland 
(Oh < that oui talented fhend, lilrs Valentine 
Baitholoniew, whose gipsy and b(^gar-boy 
pictures are so full of tiuth, which is poetry, 
could have but seen it t but this is an after- 
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wiih, an an'tere penst% btlongiug to tlx 
year 1845) ' 

111 a lonely copse of llrs, burrouadcd oi 
throe sides, soulli, cast, aitil west, by long 
shccp-walks of heath, gorsc, and bioom, 
which—but for their wealth dI blossoms— 
might have been dieary, and with the sea 
to tlie north, rolling quietly but steadily in 
front of them, over sands covered with bciit- 
grass,—stood two young womoii, with bon¬ 
nets flung ofif, and hair dislicvcllcd, feeding 
an ciiornious lire, that flared, and hissed 
and blazed up into the blue air Thc> 
looked like twin and laughing piicstesscs ut 
some innocent and nameless creed * 

Not a dwelling was iii sight—unless, in¬ 
deed, it was part of the roof of the black 
mud bothy we have «flludedto, which looked 
more like a mound of dun caitli tlian any¬ 
thing else Not even a sheep, or cult, was 
to be seen lounging about> but our artist 
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might have noticed, what our merry girls 
noticed not, a dark and sinister Shape steal* 
ing through the thick whin hushes west* 
ward, which, as it drew near, with theft and 
violence scowling from its eyes, crouched 
down among a patch of sallow^ within a 
few paces of the hre, at the very edge of the 
coppice Later, and unseen by each otlicr, 
tliat artist might have observed another 
Shape, of young and manly bcanng , which, 
coming from a hollow in the direction oppo¬ 
site to that whence the former had crept, 
speedily ensconced himself behind a tree—a 
witness of the J 3 cltan oigies Still later, 
too, oui imaginary artist might have marked 
a third Shape, which, itself unseen, but 
observant of all the others, stood at a short 
distance behind the first intruder, forming 
the most striking feature of our picture 
“ Kow, ifarccly dear, all is ready, let us 
beginsaid Gracy, placing herself with 
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her face towards the fire and the sea, towards 
whicli latter object her cousin’s back was con¬ 
sequently turned, m order to hivour the 
proper position On Gracy’s right band 
stood the ambushed and handsome stranger 
—on her loft lurked the menacing mendicant 
and behind him that third Shape, a thick¬ 
set, stout old woman, fantastically arranged 
in garments whose ridiculous .is^omblage of 
colours and forms announced the \\au<l<.riDg 
wits of the wearer her countenance, thougli 
bluff and homely, wore a pleasant expru*^- 
sion j and she appeared to watch the pro¬ 
ceedings of the whole group before her with 
intense interest 

“ I am ready, lassie,” answered Afarccly 
" This I give to thee commenced Gracy, 
breaking off a knob from the glazed surface 
of her bannock , ** preserve thou the canarj 
bird which was given me by Ensign William 

5 6 
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Lennoxand blic flung the offering over 
her {shoulder 

Tile old woman glanced towards the spot 
whole it icll, and lici quick eye failed not 
to detect tlic pleased smile that lingered on 
tlie handsome face of the tree-hidden stian- 
gci a smile obviously called into being by 
Clack’s adjuritiun 

“ This I ’fiVe to thee wont on Maicely 
“ prcsLi \ thou my Shetland pony *” 

The old woman smiled a wide moutlied 
smile, for she knew that the pony was a 
laiiing fioi John II imilton of tho Hillhuad 
faun, oil tlio hist Lammas market da) 

“ This i gi> c 10 thee 1 ” cried Gracy, 
“ picscivc thou paju from tho toothache f’' 

“ This 1 give to thee,” continued her 
cousin, “ keep thou mamma from such 
call) rising t” 

Giaw) lauglicd aloud at her sleep-loving 
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kinswoman’s petition And thus they pio- 
cccdcd for sonic time, until, altering the 
form of their leqiicsts, Gracy tigain severed 
a knob from the bannock —“ Oh * Sun • I 
give thee this—‘Uic my hue from ficcklcs 
“ Oh > Frost I” said iluitely, “ sp ire my 
mignonette and verbena but, as she was 
about to throw the knob, she nttind j 
thriliing scream , for she 8 .iw an indistiuci 
shape behind hci cousin , and in <in instant 
Gracy felt heisclf enciicled by the coarse 
ludc arms of the Southron bcggai t 
“ Your car-ri'‘gs, y mug mi'is 
But the demand had scaictly passed his 
lips, or pierced hci cai, ere—fionc in his 
hon-like and piotccting beauty sprang 
from behind the lieo the ) ouiig stranger , 
who, with one blow, sticUhiag the rubbc» 
at his feet, wieiichcd Giacy horn his gia-^p 
“Oh* William Lennox* is it you’ 
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gasped the ailrighted girl, and fainted for 
the first time m her life 
Marcclj rushed in noisy bewilderment 
towards her cousin, and was now on her 
knees besido her, but the desperate rufi^n, 
baffled, and for a moment stunned by the 
blow ho had rccciTcd, speedily coming to 
himself, took advantage of tho swoon which 
engaged the attention of Ensign Lennox, 
and rising unobserved while their backs were 
towards him, threw Ifimself with all his 
force upon the unguarded youth The 
young officer was no match foi the sturdy 
YiUain who now grappled furiously with him , 
nor 18 it an effort of exaggerating fancy to 
suppose that, then and there, a murder 
would have been perpetrated, but for the 
sudden entrance on the scene of action of 
the Third Shape ^ Striding from the con¬ 
cealment whence she had hitherto watched 
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the proceedings which we have attempted 
to describe, the old woman, with the agilitj 
of a cat, snatched a thiik brand from the 
fire, and literallj leaped between the com* 
batants 

" Ua • ha I ha shouted she , “ tak' 
that, and that, ye ne'er-do-wcel gaberlunzic^ 
for ear«nngs , and say that Katliur nan 
Ucagh sent it to you and, as she shrieked 
the words, down descended blow aftei blow 
of the blazing brand on the head of the 
mendicant, with such blinding and concen¬ 
trated force as to fell hiin, bereft oi bcnsc, 
to the eartfl 

“ 0 ' Kate of the Heath, thank God that 
you are herecned Alarcely, looking joy¬ 
fully at the weird-hkc woman , who danced 
round and round hei fallen foe with quaint 
and frantic gestures 

" Aj, my baim, weelawuns, it’s just the 
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Queen of the Heather answered the half¬ 
witted creature, “ Tro just in time for the 
end o’ the ploy t But, losh' my bonny 
Miss Grac/s in a fit, run to Meg Morrison’s 
bothy, lassie , tlicrc arc twa sodgers there, 
drinking a drap o’ whisky , run, for your 
life * and tell them their young captain 
wants tliom —Maybe the sleeping dog at my 
feet may wauken up again , li ho does, 
de’il tak’ me gin 1 diuna ding his hams oot' 
Ell sns^” continued she, os she chafed the 
temples of Grarj, now once more reclining 
in the arms ot ljcnuo\,—" here’s a biaw 
piece o’ wark loi Bcltau day ’ Dight the 
blood fioa jour bioo, my gallant offisher, 
wi’ thui hankeichcr” 

" Hevci mmd me, good Kate,” replied 
licunox, ‘ but look to Mibs Goidon ” 

“ Och * the fint a ioai o’ Gracy Goidon ' 
Her head’s near the heart that her own 
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bcart's longing to lippeu to There*B them 
that calls poor Heathery Kiite a witch—but 
she’s no’ that , and vet she can sec that li 
ye keep honest and true, Gracy Goidon will 
lie at your side on your bridal night I Yo 
ken, lad, what the Gaelic s.iug says —“ Is 
fitai leahatdh gm ckoi-leabmdh —Cold is 
the couch without a bedfellow *—But, 
wheesht f the jewel o’ my heart is wauken- 
ing” 

“ Oh, ICatliui T Kathursighed Gracy 
as her opening eyes dwelt on the bluff, 
goud-huniouied countenance of the old wo¬ 
man,—“ 18 it tiuc that William—that Mr 
Lennox—is killed 

And a kiss on her blow fium tho lips oi 
him she lo\cd was her icpiy 

Before an houi had jiassed, tlic beggar- 

man was a piisoiiei in Foil Gcoigc , and at 
the manse sat a thankful party of rejoicing 
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ihends, among whom might bo seen—ar^ 
rayed in threo different petticoats, each 
seTcral inches shorter than the other, and of 
three different colours, with a towering 
black bonnet stuck full of heather blossoms 
the stout old woman, to whom Miss 
Gordon, if not Ensign Lennox, owed so 
much That night, the young officer was 
affianced to the minister’s daughter, and, 
as Mrs Graham commenced a strathspey on 
the piano, he led out the proud and de¬ 
lighted Kathur nan Tleagh to dance a jig 
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CHAPTER XI 


THE COKCLU8IOV OF KATE OP TUE IIFATll 


Six years have parsed sm< c the lucidcnts 
recorded m our last chapter took place, 
but no changes have been worked on the 
face of external Nature among the moors 
and sandhills of Ardcrsicr Would that 
our noble chief and clansman, Earl Cawdor, 
whose property they arc, would but plant 
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them With larch and fir ^ Withiu the Manse, 
however, alterations have tian^ipired, 
Marcely has left it tor the farm-house of 
her honest John Hamilton, and a new fticc 
18 to be seen tlioro instead of liers that of 
a rosy, laughing, little mchin, who is just 
beginning to talk of his distant father’s 
sword, and to delight his young niotlier’s 
he rt witli daily evidences of such singular 
talent as only young mothers can detect in 
their oifspnng In sooth, her boy was a 
bcautiiul boy, and when is cdiLDHOOO— 
that cb.(|uisitc mystery not beautiful ^ 
Beautiful aie the joung whether aiumal or 
vegetable and wo doubt whether even the 
unseenihcst ci caturc that breathes the divine 
essence of life is ugly in its infancy My¬ 
sterious IS childhood mysterious in its very 
simplicity for what to the use and the 
crafty, so puzzling as the open candour of 
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single-hearted innocence^ A child is, to 
])c sure, something less than an angel, hut 
it IS something more than a man, and 
wherever gambols on the green gross the 
foot of childhood wheiovci slumbers on 
the self-chosen couch the hc.ul of childhood, 
theie, be sure, assemble a thousand invisi¬ 
ble cpints of bliss who, visiting earth 
seek the onlj spots upon it whcic perfect 
innocence is to be found > 

The distant father of that boy is William 
Lennox, now a captain, and tbc pioud 
young mother is our friend, the good old 
minister’s daughter, Grace Gordon Her 
husband has been now abroad for two years, 
but another week will restore him to her, 
fond and faithful as ever And her father, 
though somewhat older, is still hale, and 
her aunt still kind and active, and there 
18 yet another old friend, over whose thick- 
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set limbs and good-bumonrod face the lapse 
of years has cast no change 

In front of the Manse windows, dancing 
memlj to her own music, her head literally 
thatched with a triad of bonnets each 
gaudier than the other, her nostrils grimed 
with snuff, her garments motley, but neither 
ragged nor unclean, behold Kathur nan 
Bcagh Kate of the Heath f 

“ And where’s young Maister Willy this 
morning, my leddy ^ He maun gi’ a penny 
to auld Kathur to buy sneeshan, for I hae 
been dancing my vera best GuUoden steps, 
thinking a’ the while that he was looking at 
me and a’ for the puckle snuff i” 

** Tou shall haA e your penny, good Kate,” 
said Mrs Lennox, ** and just step into the 
kitchen , you must not go away without 
tasting our last brewing of beer ” 
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“ Wed, weel, mcytaul,* you’re aye kind 
to Heathery Kate , and now tak’ my warn* 
ing, and bo unco’ careful of Maistcr Willy, 
for do you kcu wba I seed ycstei day 
** No Kate what do } ou mean 
“ U cel, do you no’ mind that ill-condi¬ 
tioned deevil’s buckie, )on Jlcltan day, wha 
escapit frao tlic fo&iiionlcbb auld wivt’s o 
bliemt’s offishers, v^han they \>crc taking 
him to the tulbooth of luvunesb 

Gracy shuddered as she tJiuught of the 
iSouthron bcggarman, and told the old wo¬ 
man to proceed 

“ Then," said Kate, * as sure as I’m the 
crowned queen o’ the heather, I soc’d him 
yestreen, though he saw na’ me, and wha 
was wi’ him but Glicd Geordicf the smug¬ 
gler, doon m the Carso , an’ there canna 
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como 01)} thing that’s good frac twa sic 
scoondrcls As sure as the moorlands hae a 
purple gown u han tho bloom’s on the heather, 
the}’re about nae good, but Kathur’s a 
match foi them, and can learn their gran¬ 
nies to make brochan ' Ocli, ma larmOt^ 
dinna be feaicd ^ I'm old, but there’s 
sinedduml m me }ct —though an egg’s 
small, a bad comes out of it 

And iCato tiocted an ay to tho kitchen, 
taking oil liei to])mo&t bonnet of scailct silk 
bcfoio she crosse<l the threshold, fearful of 
soiling it against the loof 

It was on the following da) tliat Gracy, 
tempted by tlic mild beauty oi the summei 
wiathei, tlircwon alight Iwimct, and walked 
towards tho liiUlicad farm She had not 
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ocon Mcirccly for some da} «, and was afraid 
sMo mioht be ill She would ha^e Uken her 
boy with her, but nurse had gone out with 
Imii, and tliey wcic not to bo foiiml Ucau- 
tiful as the daj was, an 1 blight lu its garb of 
'Cgetation the wliolo countr\ aiipoarod, 
111 indonnable oppicssiuii buithuncd (luicy’s 
mind, 08 she slowly pinecedod , and, as she 
heedlcNsly pa'»scd thiough v gaj) in a hedge, 
i branch hden with white blnssnms, ino\cd 
by a sudden gust of wind, struck liei on the 
face, emitting—as she thought—a low and 
plaintivp iroan Foi a moment slic felt sick 
at heart, but ‘^pccdil} smiling at the ridi¬ 
culous fancy which liad come, she knew not 
how, athwait hoi thoughts slie advanced 
still, however, according to her woal, com- 
iDuning with herself 

** Of what inconsistent improhalnlitics ” 
thought she, ” do we weave oui web of ima¬ 
ginings, dashing over the colours of hojic 
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With unnatural incoherences < The wind 
soughs among a bunch of hawthorn buds, and 
Superstition forthwith hears lu it the sigh of 
an omen And yet it has often seemed to 
me that the trees, uttering their gracious 
whispers above us when stirred by the night 
wind, are instinct with feelings, that the 
flowers, which gush out into iiagiant beauty 
beside us, have sensations to which we shut 
our mental perception with idiot scepticism 
1 have never seen an old tree of the forest 
felled to the earth, without a thnll of pain, 
every stroke of the woodman’s axe has gone 
to my heart, as if it called forth a ciy of ihs* 
tress Is it a touch of insanity, or only, os 
dear William used to tell me, a poetical ima< 
gination that has always made me believe in 
the existence of a love in inanimate nature 
far surpassing that which rules the human 
bosom ^ Does it not discover itself in the 
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wouderful sympathies which certam plauts 
cvinco towards Ciich other ^—in the strange 
compelling passion oi the sunllower ior the 
sun, that scorches it into nothing ^—in the 
shut up love of the night-violct, that exhales 
all itscsseuced adoiatiou only to the nocture 
nal breeze^—in the moss, winch cleaves, 
through sunshine and bhowoi, through snow* 
drift and icc-thaw, to the old grey stone ^— 
and in the chctiic fluid that haunts icrUm 
plants with impassioned desire, and which is 
noted by tho sage m his uight>watchus to 
issue from the perfumed bosoms of its favo¬ 
rite paramours ^—It has seemed to me, too, 
that other sensations—peculiar to the living 
that speak and walk —were also shared by 
tlie living which speak not, spin not, walk 
not I have fancied that those beautiful 
harebells, which are so fond of hanging thei 
pensive heads over the brim of the brook, were 
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bonding down then sweet lips to sip the 
dewy kisses thit floated on the bosom of the 
waters , or pooling, with their dark blue, 
lover-like eye**, in their maiden curiosity, 
deep into the chrystal stream, as though they 
panted to discover the mysteries over which 
the laughing-up liquid gurgled on its musical 
loveliness 

Beguiled by such dream} inusings, Mrs 
Lennox drew near the form-house beiore she 
was aware of her proximity, but, as she ap¬ 
proached the door, an unusual bustle ser¬ 
vants running to and fro—struck her with a 
sense of terror “ Marcely is ill thought 
she, for she observed that the domestics 
seemed desirous of avoiding her as she hurried 
into the little cottage-parlour Her cousin 
was there, stooping over the bruised and 
bleeding form of a woman,—that woman was 
the nurse ' 
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“ Good God • my child I”—and the pro- 
phct'hcart of the mother felt tliat she 
perhaps childless It was an alarming story 
The screams of the nurse bad been heard by 
two men who were digging clay in a pit, 
among the thick whins that clad the whole 
hill-sido behind the cottage They iound her 
senseless and bleeding from many blows, but 
she was alone, and when the faculty of 
speech was restored, she related that os slit 
was sitting, with little William beside her, 
weaving a chaplet of yellow gowaus, she wav 
all of a sudden knocked down by a rough' 
looking man , who, finding hcrstiugglohardn 
beat her on the head till she became mseui- 
ble She remembered that a second figure, 
wrapped in a plaid, seized the bo} , whose 
ones, howevei, were instantly stified , bouie* 
thing, she conjectured, had been flung over 
him to smother the sound of bis voice More 
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she knew not, nor for many days was she 
able to nse from the bed of sickness 

But what to this was the agony of the 
despainng parent, wlio was conveyed home 
m a raging fever ^ On the next daj, ar¬ 
rived her husband Willing to alTord her an 
agreeable surprise, ho had obtained leave a 
week earlier tliau he had led her to expect, 
and what a reception, what tidings, awaited 
him ^ Meanwhile, aroused justice was on 
the look-out for the lost cliild and the robber 
—perhaps murderer —but at the end of 
four daj^ no discovery had been made 
Gracy began slowly to recover, nursed and 
attended by her aunt, her cousin, and her 
distracted husband , but oh' what painful 
meanings perused the parents in each other’s 
eyes I A week thus passed away , and one 
evening, as darkness began to steal over land 
and sea, while Oracy reclined on the shoulder 



BOUOH BKCOLLECTIONS 


29a 


of Lennox, a tap at the door was heard 
Gome in,” said Mrs Graham , but instead 
of the medical man, whose nsit was ex¬ 
pected, in stalked Kate of the Heath 
** What will jou give Kathur nan Reagh 
for this sheaf of blooming heather cried 
she ** There's a blessing in it, for the fames 
danced on it last night *”—and in the diMi 
twrilight they could see 'that the old odd 
creature canned a large bundle 

Oh t Kate, Kate t” said Gracy, with a 
burst of grief—“ had 1 taken your warn¬ 
ing, I should not have lost my darling for 
ever 

** Faith, my bonny mistress, the fiend a 
bit o' harm's come to the baimanswered 
Kathur “ Wasna' myself and the iaineb to 
the fore, wi' the Lord's help, to take care 
of the boy 

5 0 
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“ What do you mean, Kate cned Len- 

t 

nox, ataiuug up 

“ Whecsht, man whispered Kate , 
** dinna bawl as if you were on the parade 
going to drill me, or you’ll wauken the 
Fames’ darling and as they stared at her 
m mute astonishment, she placed gently on 
the couch beside Mrs Lennox her slccjuug 
boy bound round and round so thickly yet 
delicately with moss and heath-blossoms as 
to look liteially a fay-child, born amidst 
wild-fiowers • 

0 Joy f bow rich m tears thou art > in 
tears and grateful prayers ^ oven as Giicf is 
fuU of them, with mournful supplications ’ 

And then, as the entranced jxiicuts re¬ 
joiced over their icstorcd treasure, Kathur 
hastily divesting heiself of her bonnets 
commenced a wild dance, whose grotesque 
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drollery at any other time might have caused 
mirth 

“ Oil, Kate' what do we owe not to 
you said Gracy, sUrtuig up and thiowing 
her arms round the old woman’s ucck 

" Troth, my bonu^ jtwel,}c just maun gi’ 
me a new bonnet, u’ purple sajtm, wi’ pink 
foatheis, and orange iibbous, and maybe 
tlie Captain iviuua lefuse me a pucklc suce< 
shau I wadua wonder if he just gicd me a 
pound o’ tea ’ 

“ Yes, indeed, Kate,” cried Lennox, 

“ and a kiss too 

“ Ucch, 811b said Kate , “ let me dight 
my mou’ first My certy, I hacna’ kissed 
ony body but the invisible king o’ the heather 
since I was made queen o’ the puiplc muir 

“ But tell us, good Kathur, how has all 
this come about 
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And Kate told all, in her own diffuse and 
rambhng waj, as we mean to do in ours 

Kdtlnir nan Bcagh had gone to Inverness 
on a b(^;giDg excursion, and had not heard 
of the loss of little Willy until two days 
were over , but no sooner was she apprised 
of the circuin<itanco than she instantly 
burned homo, and with the resolute 
sagacity that never foiled her in moments oi 
need, went quietly and cunningly to work 
Slic recollected in the sandy hills of the 
Carse a wild and desolate spot, afar from any 
dwelling, in which long ago died Geordie, 
the smuggler, had been wont to distil illicit 
wliisk} At nightfall she stole to this place , 
not far from which, some days before, she 
had seen Geordie and the ruffian mendicant, 
she found, as she suspected, that the sub> 
terraneous den had occupants The be^ar, 
the smugglei, and a gipsy-looking woman of 
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repulsive appearance, were there, busy over 
A whisky-^till But it was nut w.tliuut 
perilous difficulty that Kathur contiivod to 
escape detection , nor was it bcfoie a day or 
two had boGD spent m crafty and careful 
espial that she discovered iioin tlic cunver- 
sation which passed between the inmates of 
the underground hut, that tlie child had 
been conveyed to other parties of a gang of 
cairds, or Scotch gi{)sics, then occiij))ingu 
ruined barn near the fishing village of J)ol> 
nies, a few miles distant 
This was enough for Kate, who hastened 
at once to the town of Naiiu, where slie put 
the shenil and excise officcis in possession of 
the facts she had asccitamed witli so much 
cleverness The Queen of the Heather was 
well known and well liked, nor foi a moment 
was her story doubted llcceivmg that 
eulogy for her prudent and daring conduct 
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which it so fully deserved, strong parties 
wore despatched both to the baro, and the 
smuggling bothy in the Garse Kate accom> 
panied the former, and had the felicity ot 
rescuing her darling Willy from the coarse 
and filthy hsg to whom he had been con¬ 
signed , and tile only reward which she 
claimed for her exertions, was to be allowed 
to place him with her own hands in tlio arms 
of his parents 

Note in 1845—Let no one deem that 
Kate of the Heath is an imaginary creature , 
the autlior of this sketch remembers her well, 
and her death, at an advanced age, occurred 
but a few years back None knew to what 
the loss of her wits could be ascribed , for, 
though living in the sliiros of Nairn and 
Inverness, she was a native of Boss-shire 
Her conduct was marked more by a deter¬ 
mined eccentricity than by any violent ex- 
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positions of maniacal aiHiction , and, when* 
she chose, though that indeed was at rare 
intervals, she could work industriously 
From her great and evident delight in 
rambling among the heaths ol that pait of 
Scotland, and from her prai ticc of decking 
hci peison with garlands of its puiple 
blossoms, she gamed the name of Kathur nan 
Keagh, oi Katheune of the lloathei , and, 
ail enthusiastic lover ol the chur.igic art, 
she would daucc hiiskly what she colled 
“ her Cullodcn stepsexpecting, however, 
to receive a few pence for the feat, this dis¬ 
play ol her powers she continued till >\itlun 
a short time oi her decease Far Irom 
sharing the usual improvidcuce of the crazed, 
she was noted for a desiie to gam money,* 
and to amass her gams ^lauiaca arc gene¬ 
rally known to expend on present gratifi¬ 
cations oil the {lence they get, without any 
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regard to future necessities, and if, 
previously to mental derangement, the) 
possess furniture or clothes, they break 
every thing, and rend their own apparel 
Kathcr, however, had accumulated and 
preserved a lai^c hoard of garments, of rare 
diversity in texture and fashion She had 
gowns and petticoats of the substantial stuffs 
and formal cuts in vogue with our gran- 
daincB and their mothers, down to the light 
fabrics worn hy all ranks in our own time, 
and, os if desirous of aiiing the several 
articles she wore them in turns at church— 
where ^he regularly <ippcarcd—one day in 
the costume of a hy-gone era, and next sab¬ 
bath in a dicss of modem f.islnou She was 
'seldom seen without a pile of bonnets on her 
head, and, for somewhat the same reason 
that gaudy ’kerchiefs and ribbons are dis¬ 
played by haberdashers m shop-windows, to 
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atliact cu^tumci^ Kathui Dcggod these 
ca^t'Oiriicad-attacs Aud buldtheiii again lu 
iiuu^ a lass, ambitious ot such adornment 
at ti low price ^oinetimes os low as si\- 
ppiice, when the bonnet wanted lepaii and 
bad no trimmings Thus oui Ileatbci Queen 
turned Uei iduiaht} of h'tsand head-gtar 
i> gc{ 1 account, ami )tt hci avidit} loi 
^ ui K vci caused a doubt (tf her honcstv 
liu chaiactei was lu dl lesjiCM ts uubl 
able, though udk^uc in occcntiicit) , she wa^* 
liiiu and lubust oven at the ago ol ihtee- 
scoie yt'aib I'tid ten, boasting of bci youthiul 
speed on foot, extiauidinaiy labour in 
inn cst liclds, and inuscubnc (b'owcss One 
feat >he vaunted as siU[iaosiiig man in 
stieugth —m hcr}outh slic liad foi a wagei 
Gained on hci back two bulls of buley up a 
steep stall to a granary-lolt Tiiougli wan 
dcniig far and ucai m lior mendicant voca- 
voii ii r 
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tioD, she had a winter home with a widow 
woman, in the seaside village of Gampbclton 
near fort George Tn Widow Rojr^s cottage 
she died, leaving a coiisidei able sum of 
money to that kind old fnend, after defi^jing 
funeral chaiges 
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